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DESPARD,  THE  SPY. 


CHAPTER    I. 

THE    SPY. 


Wab  it  a  cry  for  help  ? 

The  night  was  dark  as  Erebus,  and  the  city  lay  wrapped 
in  its  sable  mantle.  But,  out  of  the  gloom  of  the  street  called 
NOtre  Dame,  came  a  low  cry,  stifled  immediately  after.  Few 
persons  were  on  the  avenue,  and  most  of  these  were  soldiers, 
intent  upon  some  duty,  who  passed  along  with  hurried  steps. 
One  man,  muffled  in  a  cloak,  paused  as  he  httard  the  sound, 
f  and  laid  his  hand  upon  his  sword.  The  sound  was  not  re- 
;  peated,  and  he  passed  on,  turning  the  corner  toward  Great 
•  St.  James.  As  he  did  so,  he  met  a  party  of  three  men,  two 
of  whom  bore  some  burden  between  them,  which  looked  like 
j  a  human  body.  The  man  did  not  hesitate,  but,  drawing  his 
I      sword,  sprung  at  them,  shouting,  in  French : 

i  They  paused  at  the  summons,  and  lowering  their  burden 

I'j^    to  the  pavement,  the  rattle  of  steel  was  heard,  while  a  stem 
voice  demanded : 
\  **  Who  is  he  would  stop  us  in  the  pursuit  of  our  business  ?** 

j  **  One  who  will  have  an  auswer,"  replied  the  man  in  the 

I  cloak.  "  I  heard  a  cry.  Who  is  it  you  are  bearing  away 
^  between  you  ?  By  heaven,  the  cry  I  heard  sounded  like  the 
i  voice  of  a  woman.  If  it  should  prove  so,  then  look  to  your- 
'      self!" 

"  Excuse  me,  monsieur.  It  seems  to  me,  though  perhaps  I 
may  be  wrong,  in  which  case  you  will  of  course  correct  me 
where  I  err,  that  you  take  an  unwarrantable  liberty  in  thus 
putting  yourself  in  the  way  of  a  man  engaged  in  the  perform- 
ance of  a  vow." 

"  I  am  not  the  man  to  interfere  without  warrant "  replied 
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the  gentlcmftn  in  the  cloak.  "  But,  by  our  Lady  of  Merc/, 
you  shall  show  me  that  this  is  not  a  lady  you  are  carrying 
away.  If  it  be  a  man,  go  your  ways,  in  God's  name.  It  la 
different  with  a  woman.  In  that  case  you  carry  her  onward 
only  above  my  dead  body.'* 

"  Ilave  your.way  then,"  said  the  spokesman  of  the  opposing 
party,  in  a  tone  of  concentrated  passion.  *'  Down  with  this 
stubborn  knave  1" 

A  rush  was  made  at  the  single  man.  It  was  a  day  when 
men  put  every  thing  to  the  arbitration  of  cold  steel,  and  no 
people  were  more  forward  than  the  French,  to  whom  fighting 
was  and  is  a  pastime.  Yet  it  is  no  light  thing  to  meet  an  at- 
tack from  three  swordsmen  in  the  dark.  The  gentleman  did 
no  such  thing.  Dodging  past  ihcm  in  the  dn^rkness,  catching 
their  thrusts  in  his  cloak,  at  tl>e  risk  of  an  awkward  cut  or 
two,  he  snatched  up  the  prostrate  body  and  dashed  out  of  the 
dark  street  into  N6tre  Dame  street  again.  Here,  near  tlie 
comer,  a  watcli-fire  gleamed,  and  ;hree  musketeers  were  on 
duty.  One  of  them  sprung  forward  and  advanced  his  wea- 
pon, with  the  usual  challenge  :  ^ 

"  Qui  est  Id  r 

"  A  friend,  with  the  countersign." 

"  Advance,  friend,  and  give  the  connter^gn.** 

The  gentleman  gave  the  word,  and  darted  up  to  tlie  fire. 

**  I  am  pursued,  my  lads,"  he  said.  "  Let  us  give  the  fel- 
lows a  reception.     Here  is  light  enough  for  our  purpose." 

The  men  laughed  at  the  coolness'  of  the  speaker,  and  made 
ready  their  weapons  as  he  laid  hia  burden  down. 

At  the  same  moment  the  pursuers  came  round  the  corner. 
Seeing  the  watch-fire  and  the.  figures  of  the  guard,  they  felt 
tliat  discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valor,  and  turning  again, 
buried  themselves  in  the  darkness.  The  man  in  the  cloak 
now  looked  toward  the  burden  he  had  carried,  and  l>egan  to 
unwrap  the  long  cloak  in  which  it  was  swathed.  As  the  last 
fold  came  off,  and  the  light  of  the  wuteh-fire  firfl  full  upon  it, 
he  saw  the  face  of  a  lady,  of  all  others  the  belle  and  pride 
of  Montreal,  Marie  D'Arigny.  She  was  bound  hand  and  f(K>t, 
and  a  gng  thrust  into  her  month.  With  a  muttered  curse, 
responded  to  by  the  "  sacres  "  and  "  scelerats  "  of  the  guard, 
tke  gentleman  cut  the  cords  and  released  her. 
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^  Madcmoisello  D*Arigny,"  said  he,  in  the  cold,  evvu  iono 
lie  bad  used  throuf;liout, "  you  know  that  I  am  not  dcmonstru- 
tive,  and  you  will  believe  me  when  I  tay  that  J  am  glad  to 
be  of  service  to  you." 

"  Thanks,  Monsieur  Despard,"  replied  the  lady,  in  a  low, 
musical  voice.  **  You  have  saved  me  from  an  unknown  fate, 
one  I  tremble  to  think  ui>on.  I  shall  never  forget  it,  and  he 
whom  I  love  will  remember  it  too." 

*'  It  is  for  his  sake  that  I  care  for  you,"  said  the  man  called 
Despard,  for  the  first  time  showing  a  touch  of  feeling.  **  But, 
this  is  not  the  time  or  place  to  speak  of  it.  Are  you  in- 
jured r 

*'  Not  in  the  least,  though  I  was  seized  iomewhat  roughly," 
replied  the  lady. 

**  If  mademoiselle  will  excuse  me,"  said  the  sergeant  who 
was  with  the  guard  at  the  time,  **  I  must  ask  her  a  few  ques- 
tions." 

"  Certainly.  You  only  do  your  duty.  I  am  ready  to  an- 
swer," she  replied. 

**  Thanks.  Then,  in  the  first  place,  how  did  you  find  your- 
self in  such  a  situation  ?" 

"  Easily  enough.  In  passing  down  St.  James  a  little  time 
ago,  I  was  suddenly  set  upon  by  three  men.  I  had  only  time 
to  utter  one  cry,  when  I  was  nearly  strangled." 

**  Does  mademoiselle  infer  that  there  is  a  man  in  Montreal 
ruffianly  enough  to  seize  a  lady  by  the  throat  ?"  gasped  tho 
^rgeant 

"  I  found  one,"  was  the  reply. 

**  A  Frenchman  ;  and  he  knew  it  was  a  woman  ?" 

*'  Without  doubt.  He  spoke  in  a  disguised  voice,  but  hie 
French  was  pure.     There  is  no  mistake  in  it." 

"  It  is  a  disgrace  to  France,"  said  the  soldier,  drawing  him- 
self up,  proudly.  *'  And  yet,  can  such  a  man  disgrace  a 
country  like  France  ?  It  can  not  be.  If  I  find  him,  and  do 
not  give  him  my  compliments,  clothed  in  steel,  may  my  right 
hand  forget  its  cunning.  Far  better  is  the  man  known  as  the 
Silent  Slayer,  the  Englishman  who  escaped  from  prison  not 
long  since.  If  he  was  an  enemy,  he  was  at  least  a  brave 
man,  and  bore  a  heavenly  blade." 

Marie  D'Arigny  blushed.     She  had  a  reason  for  knowing 
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tike  young  provincial  of  whom   he  spoke.     Despard*8  grim 
fa      'elaxed  into  a  smile. 

'^  liut,  that  is  not  to  the  point.  Mademoiselle  will  have  the 
goodness  to  go  on,"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  My  hands  and  feet  were  tied,  and  I  was  lifted  from  the 
gr>nnd  and  carried  down  the  street  We  were  soon  stopped 
by  Monsieur  Despard,  who  called  them  to  a  halt.  I  fainted 
then,  for  I  remember  nothing  up  to  the  time  my  friend  re- 
moved the  cloak  from  my  person." 

"  I  can  tell  you  the  rest  in  few  words,  sergeant.  I  met 
them,  snatched  the  lady  from  them,  and  ran.  The  rest  you 
know  yourself,"  said  Despard. 

**  I  will  know  more  yet  before  tliis  time  to-morrow  night," 
said  the  sergeant,  "  or  my  name  is  not  Pierre  Soule.  They 
shall  find  that  rufBans  can  not  perform  such  feats  as  these  un- 
der the  very  eyes  of  the  muskeeters  of  the  guard.  I,  for  one, 
will  not  endure  it     I  will  see  my  captain  and  inform  him."        V-  C 

**  Who  is  your  captain  ?" 

"  Captain  Jean  Lamont" 

"  I  know  him.  A  worthy  soldier,  an  honorable  man. 
That  is  the  least  praise  I  can  give  him.  I  hear  he  is  to  be 
sent  to  Quebec  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  So  it  seems." 

**  I  shall  be  sorry  to  lose  him.  We  have  got  so  used  to 
seeing  his  kind  face  about  the  barriers,  that  it  does  not  seem 
right  for  him  to  go." 

"  De  Levi  needs  him.     Soldiers  must  not  complain,  mon-      ^ 
sieur,  especially  a  soldier  of  France."  ^  -  ^  " 

"  Right,  sergeant.  But,  can  you  give  us  a  guard  to  the 
residence  of  Mademoiselle  D'Arigny  ?" 

"  Certainly.     I  will  go  with  you  myself,  if  you  please." 

Despard  gave  Marie  his  arm,  and  the  two  walked  away  to- 
ward the  cathedral,  with  the  sergeant  marching  stiffly  in  the 
rear.     It  was  a  short  walk  to  the  house,  which  stood  in  the 
midst  of  noble  grounds,  and  was  itself  a  well-built  mansion, 
for  the  time. 

'  "  Will  you  walk  in,  Monsieur  Despard  ?     I  have  sometliing 
to  say  to  you."      -  ='.'  ^  »  -        ... 

With  pleasure."  ......:  :  ;      - 

Before  you  go.  Sergeant  Soule,"  said  the  lady,  "  take  this, 
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not  88  payment  for  your  services,  which  can  not  be  paid  with 
money,  but  to  drink  my  healtli  at  the  Fleur  de  Lis.** 

**  The  soldiers  of  France  have  always  money  enough  to  buy 
a  flagon  of  wine  to  empty  in  honor  of  a  lady  of  quality/' 
said  the  coldier.  "  I  can  not  take  money  for  such  a  purpose. 
But,  if  you  care  to  give  it  to  me  for  a  disabled  comrade,  who 
lucks  3ome  little  luxuries  he  might  have  for  money,  I  shall 
be  well  pleased.** 

Marie  added  two  more  broad  golden  pi'ices  to  those  already 
in  her  hand,  and  gave  him  the  five.     He  lOoked  pleased. 

**  Where  is  your  comrade  ?"  she  asked. 

"  In  the  hospital,  mademoiselle.** 

"  I  knew  nothing  of  it.  Will  you  give  me  his  name  ?  I 
will  see  him  to-morrow.** 

**  Tou,  mademoiselle  ?'* 

**  Why  not  ?  I  see  many  sick  soldiers.  You  have  not 
given  me  his  name.'* 

"  It  is  Jules  Danton.  If  you  would  see  him,  it  might 
cheer  the  boy's  heart.  He  is  a  young  fellow,  mademoiselle — 
a  boy  to  me,  but  I  love  him.  To  a  rough  old  soldier  such 
as  I  am,  mademois<;lle,  such  a  love  seems  necessary.  Perhaps 
you  would  not  think  so.  Nevertheless,  it  is  true  ;  and  I  love 
thiij  child.** 

**  Then  you  have  my  promise  :  I  will  see  him  to-morrow.** 

"  You  have  my  thanks,  mademoiselle.  I  will  never  forget 
it.     Good-night.** 

As  his  retiring  footsteps  were  heard,  they  turned  into  the 
house.  Marie  had  a  pass-key,  with  which  she  entered,  and 
led  the  way  herself  to  a  small  parlor,  in  which  a  fire  was 
burning  cheerily. 

"  This  is  my  sanctum,**  she  said,  pointing  to  a  book-case. 
**Here,  with  my  guitar,  my  harp,  and  my  book"  I  pass  my 
happiest  hours.** 

A  few  words  of  explanation  seem  necessary  at  this  point. 
Marie  had  lost  a  brother  not  long  before,  who  was  killed  on 
an  island  in  Lake  Ohampluin,  by  a  trusted  friend,  Mariot 
Dujardin.  His  crime  w  as  then  known  to  Marie,  Despard,  and 
Captain  Lamont,  Wilton,  known  as  the  Silent  Slayer,  the  In- 
dian called  the  Giant  Chief,  and  an  Irish  friend  of  Wilton's. 
N^ot  one  of  these  dared  expose  his  crime,  for  the  reason  that 
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Others  would  be  compromised  by  euch  an  act,  wbom  it  was 
important  to  sliicld.  So  it  was  concluded  to  let  liim  ruu  his 
fall  course  of  crime,  and  he  was  even  now  in  Montreal,  seek- 
ing in  every  way  to  gain  the  hand  of  Marie,  the  prize  for 
which  he  had  reddened  his  hand  with  the  blood  of  her  bro- 
ther. He  hated  Wilton  because  lie  was  beloved  by  Marie,  but 
the  young  American  had  escaped  from  his  hands. 

"  You  are  not  always  unhappy,  as  I  am,"  said  Despard, 
answering  the  last  remark  of  Marie.  "You  do  not  sit,  as  I 
do,  through  the  sad  night,  beside  a  desolate  hearth,  upon  which 
tlie  ashes  lie,  cold  as  the  hopes  of  my  sad  heart." 

She  looked  at  him  in  suq  ise.  She  bad  alwajrs  regarded 
him  as  a  man  devoid  of  fading,  save  his  hatred  of  France. 
For,  though  he  lived  among  the  French,  and  had  been  reared 
by  a  French  family,  he  was  in  reality  an  Englishman,  and 
hated  the  French  with  a  fervor  which  was  something  won- 
derful. For  years  he  had  remained  in  Montreal,  giving  the 
English  spies  accurate  information  respecting  the  plans  of  the 
French,  which  information  was  of  great  importance  to  the 
former  in  carrying  on  tfieir  campaigns  against  the  latter. 

*•  You  spealc  sadly,"  she  said,  noting  that  his  hair  was  turn- 
ing gray,  although  he  could  not  have  been  more  than  thirty- 
five  years  of  age.  **  I  wish  I  could  say  something  which 
would  make  you  less  so." 

"  You  can  do  nothing,"  he  answered.  *'  Mine  is  an  abiding 
sorrow,  which  will  carry  me  to  my  grave  long  before  the  time 
allotted  to  man.  1  tieei  that  I  can  not  endure  this  nightly 
agony  for  many  years.  It  was  that  which  drove  me  out  into 
the  street  to-night,  for  *here  I  can  best  keep  down  the  tumult 
which  is  going  on  in  my  heart.  It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  sit 
alone  forever,  as  I  must  do.  A  curse  vi\yon  France !  I  hate 
the  country;  I  hate  its  laws." 

**  Why,  what  evil  has  she  done  you  ?** 

"  Such  a  wrong  as  I  can  not  name,"  said  he.  "  Such  a 
wrong  as  turns  a  heart  naturally  gay  to  bitterness.  One  day 
I  may  tell  you  all.  But,  do  not  speak  of  it  now.  When 
Wilton  comes,  I  promise  to  tell  my  story,  and  leave  you  to 
judge  whether  I  have  any  cause  to  love  France.  When  did 
you  last  hear  from  Wilton  V 

"  From  Ticondcroga." 
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*'  Had  be  been  Id  tbe  garrison  V* 

**  I  fear  so." 

«*  That  young  rogue  will  live  to  be  liua^  yeJt,*'  8a2d  tae  other, 
with  a  smile.  "  He  has  the  most  impudent  way  of  going  in- 
to danger  of  any  man  I  erer  saw.  Witness  him  here,  hail- 
fellow-well-met  with  Lamont  and  Dujardin,  and  tne  nephew 
of  the  Governor,  drinking  and  fencing  with  them,  as  perfect 
a  Frenchman  as  you  could  wish  to  see.  I  am  a  good  French- 
man myself^  but  I  take  no  merit  in  it,  for  I  was  brought  up 
among  them.  He  has  picked  up  all  he  knows  of  FrenoU  by 
himself." 

"  I  have  written  to  him  to  beware  of  thrusting  himself  into 
danger,  but  he  is  too  venturesome  for  his  own  good.  He  says 
that  he  has  his  duties  to  perform,  and  he  will  do  them  bravely. 
I  know  him  well  enough  to  be  sure  of  that.  He  has  a  noble 
heart." 

*•  You  are  right.  Of  all  men  on  earth,  he  is  chief  of  the 
few  that  I  can  love  and  trust  No  Frenchman  can  be  my 
friend,  because  I  hate  the  very  name  of  France.  Did  you 
know  that  the  English  troops  are  coming  down  upon  the 
island?" 

"Is  it  true?" 

**  Yes.  Wilton  has  sent  me  a  token  which  only  we  can 
read.  It  was  left  at  a  hollow  tree  upon  the  bank  of  the  river, 
near  the  rapids." 

"  Who  left  U  ?"  W^ 

"  A  half-breed,  in  tl>e  pay  of  the  English,  who  has  a  cabin 
on  the  upper  Chftmplain.  This  is  the  sign.  You  can  not, 
of  course,  solve  the  riddle." 

He  took  three  small  sticks  from  his  bosom,  and  spread  them 
out  upon  the  table  which  stood  at  his  elbow.  They  were 
colored  red,  white,  and  blue. 

"  I  will  explain  to  you,"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  "  because  I 
know  you  have  been  won  over  to  the  English  side.  These 
sticks  mean  the  different  Engli5<h  leaders.  The  green,  the  one 
in  advance,  signifies  the  Hangers  of  Seely  and  Putnam,  to  the 
first  of  whom  Wilton  is  attacl>ed.  They  take  the  post  of 
tlanger,  from  choice.  The  leaders  of  the  English  regular 
troops  are  growing  wiser  in  their  generation,  and  will  admit 
that  the  provincials  have  good  stuff  in  them."     .       /       *^" 
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**  They  oug)it,  if  they  arc  like  my  Wilton.  How  brave  he 
is, "  said  Marie,  with  a  look  of  pride. 

"  He  is  the  best  swordsman  I  ever  saw  in  my  life,  and  I 
have  passed  it  in  a  nation  who  live  by  the  sword.  Don't  get 
me  to  talking  about  him,  or  I  shall  not  know  when  to  stop. 
The  boy  has  bewitched  me,  I  think.*' 

**  Perhaps   that   is   the   trouble   with   me,"  said  the  girl, 

naively.  "^ 

He  smiled,  and  laid  out  the  next  stick,  the  white. 

"  This  is  Haviland  ;  they  expect  much  of  him.  The  red 
stick  is  the  best  That  shows  that  the  whole  force  of  British 
regulars  are  at  hand,  under  Lords  Rolla  and  Amherst.  These 
Slicks,  when  I  found  them,  were  placed  in  such  a  way  as  to 
show  me  the  probable  line  of  march  pursued  by  the  Eng- 
lish." 

"  Why  could  he  not  write  this  in  so  many  words ' ' 

"  Do  you  not  see  ?  A  letter,  even  though  no  names  were 
used,  would  put  the  French  on  their  guard,  and  enable  them 
to  lay  plans  to  defeat  the  English,  if  the  letter  fell  into  theif 
hands  by  any  chance.  Suppose  they  found  these  sticks  :  they 
are  nothing  without  the  clue,  which  we  only  hold." 

"  I  see  that  you  are  right  and  I  wrong.  I  should  make  a 
very  poor  scout." 

"  Spy,  the  French  call  it ;  but  it  makes  no  difference :  if 
caught,  a  long  rope,  a  tavern  sign  for  a  gallows,  a  short  shrift, 
and  up  goes  the  man  who  has  done  more  to  injure  France 
than  half  the  armies  of  Britain.     Ha  I  ha  I  ha  !" 


CHAPTER    II. 

■     >:        r      A  major's  wooiNa.    ;  ;  -tl?  .'*-%. 

The  hollow  laugh,  half  insane  in  its  intense  bitterness, 
startled  Marie.  She  approached  him,  and  kneeling  by  his  side, 
laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm.  As  he  felt  the  touch,  a  tear 
stole  into  his  eye,  as  he  saw  the  tender  sympathy  expressed 
in  that  upturned  face.  « 
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"  You  feel  for  me,"  he  cfied.  "  Ah,  what  is  it  to  feel  again 
a  woman's  sympathy  and  woman's  care  I  I  have  lived  bo 
long  alone,  since  the  blow  which  made  me  desolate,  that  I 
had  almost  forgotten  what  it  is  to  feel  tliat  care.  I  thanks 
you.  Whatever  my  fate,  this  will  be  remembered,  even  in  a 
dying  hour." 

"  You  are  "Wilton's  friend,"  she  paid.  "  Once  before  this, 
you  have  ai^l:  .  in  my  escape  from  the  hands  of  a  bad  man. 
I  can  not  t  ank  you  enough.  But,  if  a  maiden's  prayers  can 
avail  aught,  then  you  have  mine  forever." 

**  Then  you  suspect  some  one  ?" 

"  Certainly.  Who  is  there  in  Montreal  so  base  that  he 
would  dare  to  seize  me  in  that  way,  except  Mariot  Dujardin," 
she  replied.  -• 

"  It  would  have  been  better  for  us  all  if  we  had  suffered 
Wilton  to  finish  him  that  night  by  the  river  when  they  fought. 
Much  sorrow  would  have  been  saved.  He  is  an  able  and  de- 
termined villain,  but  he  has  tied  our  hands.  To  betray  him 
is  to  betray  a  dozen  others,  good  men  and  true,  who  do  not 
love  France.  I  fear  the  subtle  knave  suspects  that,  for  some 
re&son,  we  dare  not  assail  him.     He  acts  like  it." 

**  I  met  him  in  the  street  this  morning,  and  his  evil  smile 
made  me  afraid.  He  never  spoke  a  word,  but  he  laid  his 
hand  upon  his  heart,  and  bowed  low  to  me  in  mocker)^. 
He—" 

At  this  moment  came  a  rap  at  the  doer.  Marie  looked  up 
in  surprise.  Who  could  have  occasion  to  visit  her  at  that 
hour  ?  She  went  to  the  parlor  window,  from  whence  to  look 
out  upon  the  veranda.  But  one  man  was  there,  jnd  him  she 
decided  to  admit.  Making  a  motion  to  Despard  to  go  into  a 
small  room  to  the  right  of  the  fireplace,  she  opened  the  door 
and  admitted  the  man  who  stood  there — a  dark-faced,  hand- 
some fellow,  in  the  uniform,  of  a  major  in  the  Canadian 
troops.  k 

"  Mariot  Dujardin  T'  she  cried,  starting  back.  "  What 
brings  you  here  ?" 

^*  My  inclinations,  my  charming  mademoiselle.  It  has  been 
so  long  since  I  haVe  had  the  pleasure  of  speaking  with  you 
face  to  face.     Excuse  me  for  the  intrusion."  <.  - 

While  speaking,  he  had  laid  his  plumed  chapeau  upon  the 
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liall  Ublc,  and  walked  into  the  Utile  parlor  witboot  waiting 
lor  an  invitation. 

"  Oentlemen^  when  visiting  a  lady,  usually  wait  until  they 
are  atked  to  stay  before  they  remove  their  hats/'  said  Marie^ 
who  hated  the  major  cordially.  **  Upon  my  hoaor,  sir,  you 
presume  too  much." 

"By  no  means,  my  too-charming  relative ;  ma  belle  cou- 
sine,  you  are  wrong.  It  is  nc  more  than  fair  tliat  a  man  who 
has  been  unavoidably  separated  from  one  he  loves  for  a  long 
period,  should  waive  ceremony  when  at  last  they  are  brought 
together." 

"  I  must  be  excused  if  I  do  not  see  the  occasion  for  Gap- 
tain  Dujardiu's  visit "  said  the  girl,  '*  when  I  hav€  forbidden 
his  entrance  to  the  house." 

"  Major  Dujardin,  my  dear  girl.  Do  you  not  see  th€se 
toys  upon  my  shoulder  ?  I  am  promoted  for  mj  attempt  to 
retake  your  English  lover,  whom  may  all  the  saints  confound. 
Oh,  if  I  get  him  once  again  within  the  length  of  my  sword, 
it  shall  go  hard  but  I  will  make  him  sure.  A  curse  upon  him» 
black-hearted  villain  that  he  is  V* 

•'  Did  you  come  here  tliat  you  might  curse  him,  Mariot  Du- 
jardin ? — for  I  will  not  give  you  the  title  earned  by  crime 
and  treachery.  Do  you  dare  to  insult  him,  who  is  as  much 
above  you  now  as  he  was  on  the  night  when  he  beat  you 
down  before  his  sword  and  set  his  foot  upon  you  ?  Then, 
but  that  he  shows  mercy  even  to  a  snake  which  shows  sub- 
mission, you  would  have  died  the  death  you  deserve.  Did 
you  not  confess,  that  night,  that  it  was  you  who  killed  my 
brother?"  .         . 

**  Yes  ;  I  grant  I  did,"  he  said,  coolly. 

**  Then  why  are  you  here  ?  You  can  not  hope  that  my 
heart  will  erver  relent  toward  you.  No,  Mariot  Dujardin  ;  if 
I  had  a  dagger  in  my  hand  now,  I  think  I  should  have  the 
heart  to  strike  you  dead.     Beware  of  me !" 

**  You  are  a  greater  spitfire  than  ever ;  but  I  care  not." 

"  Say  you  so  ?  Leave  me,  then.  The  air  you  infect  with 
your  breath  is  odious  to  me.  Your  hateful  face  makes  me 
shudder  as  I  think  that,  with  that  face,  covering  to  a  tiger 
heart,  you  stabbed  one  to  the  death  who  had  trusted  you  as  a 
irieml.''       j?-:j(;.i.i>  '(-^nuU:    r^  i?.   -   ^  A    .- i'-J^      ■  v'',;Vi 
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**  Why  (lid  ihc  fool  defy  mc  ?  Why  did  he  say  to  me  that 
I  should  never  marry  you  ?     It  was  his  own  fault." 

"  You  are  speaking  of  my  broUier,  the  man  you  killcil," 
she  said,  hor  eyes  iu  a  blace  of  passion. 

"  A  fool  go  with  his  soul,  go  where  it  will,"  said  Dujardin. 
"  Why  did  he  force  me  to  do  it  ?  The  blade  was  in  my 
hand  before  I  knew  it.  Let  him  alone;  he  only  got  his 
duo." 

**  Leave  this  house,  which  you  have  made  so  desolate,  and 
never  again  pollute  it  with  your  tread.  I  hate  y^Hi,  as  I  do 
any  snake  that  crawls  and  liisscSi  Do  not  speak  to  me 
again." 

**  I  am  not  good-natured  enough  to  agree  to  that.  Do  ask 
any  thing  in  reason,  Marie,  aiid  it  sliaU  be  ^^auted.  Sit  down 
here  by  me." 

He  had  taken  a  seat  upon  a  small  sofa,  and  left  room  for 
her  by  his  side. 
-^i,  **  Leave  the  house  1"  slie  cried, 

**  Bah !  Do  not  make  me  think  you  have  so  poor  an  opin- 
ion of  my  good  sense.  I  came  to  talk  with  you.  Stand,  if 
you  prefer,  but  answer  my  questions.  When  are  we  to  bo 
married  ?" 

"  Fool,  as  well  as  villain,  Tiever  /" 

"  Ck>mplimentary,  to  be  sure  I  But  then,  when  one  is  used 
to  these  little  affectionate  terms,  one  cares  little  for  them,  and 
you  have  lavished  them  liberally  on  me.  At  the  same  time, 
that  is  not  an  answer  to  my  question." 

"  Let  this  be  your  answer :  When  truth  and  honor  are  for- 
gotten on  the  face  of  the  earth — when  the  sun  will  not  shine 
nor  the  moon  give  lier  light — when  treason  is  honorable  and 
murder  a  virtuous  act— and  when  thei-e  is  no  longer  steel, 
bullet  or  cord  to  end  your  hateful  life,  then  I  will  be  your 
wife." 

"  Strong — smells  of  sulphur.  When —  and  so  forlli.  I 
won't  go  over  that  string  of  affected  nonsense.  Imagine  all 
you  have  supposed  has  come  to  pass,  and  get  ready  to  be  my 
wife ;  for  I  swear  to  you  that,  by  fair  means  or  foul — and  I 
am  not  at  all  particular  which — you  shall  be  mine.  Twice  I 
have  attempted  to  get  possession  of  your  person.  As  many 
times,  thanks  to  the  devil,  I  have  fnileil.     On  the  third  trial 
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I  shall  succeed ;  so  look  to  iL     I  ask  you  to  yield  gracefully, 
while  you  can." 

♦*  I  ncrer  will  yield,  .Mariot  Dujardin,"  she  replied.  •*  I  will 
perish  by  my  own  hand  before  I  will  be  more  to  you  than  I 
am" 

*'  You  will  be  my  wife,  nevertheless." 

"  I  am  betrothed  4o  a  man  who  is  as  much  above  yoii  as 
heaven  is  above  earth — to  a  man  who  is  a  soldier,  loyal  to  his 
country,  to  God,  and  to  his  love.  There  is  something  grand 
in  loving  and  being  loved  by  such  a  man.  I  feel  ennobled 
every  hour  as  I  think  of  him.  And  then,  how  small,  how 
pitiful,  how  mean  you  look,  compared  with  him  I  You,  the», 
are  the  roan  who  insulted  me  to-night  V 

♦*  You  were  seized  by  my  orders." 

"  You  are  bold  to  come  here  and  say  this  to  roe.  Why 
should  I  not  inform  against  you  ?" 

**  To  say  the  tnith,  I  can  not  tell.  It  is  sulBcient  for  me 
that  you  dare  not  do  it.  Whatever  the  reason,  yon  do  not 
mean  to  bring  my  confessions  against  me.  I  imagine  that 
your  reasons  are,  that  your  witnesses  are  men  who  have  done 
a  traitorous  act  which  the  Governor  would  punish.  I  know 
I  am  safe." 

Despard  was  right  when  he  called  him  an  able  and  subtle 
villain.  The  spy,  in  his  concealment,  ground  his  teeth  in  a 
rage.  He  saw  that  it  was  impossible  to  make  any  accusation 
lie  against  this  man.  To  do  it,  the  only  witness  would  bo 
Captain  Lamont,  himself,  and  Marie.  But,  they  had  heard 
the  confession  while  in  the  act  of  rescuing  Wilton  from  prison. 
Despard  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  kept  quiet. 

"  Suppose  you  are  right ;  suppose  that  we  have  reasons  for 
not  bringing  you  to  the  felon's  dock,"  added  Marie.  "  At 
least  I  can  appear  against  you  for  this  last  infamous  and 
criminal  act." 

**  Your  witness,  my  dear  girl.  I  confess  to  you,  in  confi- 
dence, Uiat  I  did  attempt  to  abduct  you  to-night :  that  I  was 
on  the  ground  in  person,  and  superintended  the  work.  It 
was  a  good  i^ot,  and  would  have  succeeded  if  some  son  of 
darkness  had  not  come  in  and  snatched  you  from  me.  I  re- 
peat, I  tell  you  in^confidence  that  I  did  it.  But,  when  I  come 
to  court,  I  will  swear  that  you  are  wickedly  deceived,  and  that 
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I  uever  dreamed  of  such  an  act.     You  have  no  witness ;  and 

so—" 

"  A  mistake  on  your  part,  Major  Dujardin,"  a  calm  voice 
interrupted. 

Dujardin  turned  in  a  fury,  grasping  his  sword  hy  the  hilt, 
and  met  the  calm,  bold  eyes  of  Despard,  who  stood  in  the 
doorway  of  the  little  room,  looking  at  him  with  an  air  of 
mild  superiority. 

"  Villain  !"  roared  the  major,  "  how  came  you  here  ?" 

**  I  came  in  at  the  door,  mnjor.  An  invited  guest,  by  tlie 
way.  I  see  you  do  not  wait  for  such  little  formalities  as 
an  invitation.  Buh  I  What  doea  it  matter  ?  Impudence  is 
l)elter  than  politeness  where  such  men  as  you  find  grace." 

"  You  had  better  look  to  yourself,  sir.  Who  made  you  a 
spy  upon  my  actions  ?»' 

"  No  one.  You  forced  yourself  in  against  the  wishes  of 
the  lady,  and  spoke  in  a  key  loud  enough  to  be  heard  in  the 
street.  You  have  this  night  confessed  enough  to  hang  you. 
I  think  you  had  better  leave  the  house." 

**  I  do  not  intend  to  be  bullied  by  you,  sir,"  said  Dujardin, 
beginning  to  bluster. 

"  1  do  not  seek  to  bully  you.  I  give  you  a  small  piece  of 
advice;  it  is  for  you  to  judge  whether  it  is  good  or  not.  I 
think  it  is  for  your  own  good  to  go  away  now.  Not  only  did 
I  overhear  the  little  confession  you  made  to  Mademoiselle 
D'Arigny  even  now,  but  I  was  the  fortunate  individual  to  res- 
cue her  from  your  hands  this  evening.  I  will  swear  to  your 
^        voice,  though  disguised."  -. .     ;   , 

"  You  shall  repent  this  act,"  roared  Dujardin. 

Despard  spoke  with  a  voice  which  was  unmistakable. 

"Did  I  understand  youV"  said  Dr  irdin. 

"  Go  I"  repeated  Despard. 

**  You  have  made  an  enemy  to-night  who  will  not  forget 
you,  Despard.  I  have  had  my  doubts  of  you  for  a  long  time, 
and  now  I  am  sure  I  am  right.  Look  to  it.  No  man  ever 
wronged  Mariot  Dujardin  yet  who  did  not  suffer  for  it." 

**  You  have  a  ready  hand  upon  a  dagger-hilt,"  said  Despard. 
"  Of  that  I  am  aware.  You  heard  what  I  said,  and  force  me 
lo  say  it  for  the  third  time  :  €h  P^       . 
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Diijardin  left  the  room  slowJy,  )iU  eyes  Aill  of  hate.  I>cs- 
pard  watched  him  keenly  until  the  door  closed  behind  him, 
and  then  turned  the  key  quickly.  * 

**  I  must  be  off,  mademoiselle,  and  get  to  my  house  Injfore 
bo  has  time  to  gather  his  ruffians,  or  I  shall  never  see  another 
sunriac.  He  will  let  you  alone  while  I  am  above-ground, 
however.  It  there  no  way  by  which  I  can  get  out  from  the 
back  of  the  house  ?'* 

**  Yes ;  come  with  me." 

She  lil'ted  a  lamp  to  lead  the  way,  but  he  took  it  from 
her. 

**No  lamps,"  he  said.  "They  have  betrayed  many  a  man 
ere  now.     Give  me  your  hand  and  lead  the  way.** 

Taking  his  hand,  she  led  him  through  the  dark  passages  to 
a  door  in  the  rear  of  the  residence.  Behind  it  the  grounds 
were  full  of  young  fruit-trees  and  choice  plants.  They  pur- 
sued a  narrow  path  to  a  gate  set  into  the  garden  wall,  which 
she  unlocked.  Despard  then  pressecl  her  hand,  and  without 
a  word  darted  down  a  side  street  at  his  best  speed,  taking  a 
course  toward  the  eastern  side  of  the  city.  For  nearly  a  mile 
he  hurried  on  in  silence,  keeping  the  center  of  the  street,  un- 
til he  reached  a  small  wooden  house  near  the  inside  bamer, 
which  defended  the  city.  It  was  a  small,  low,  antique  build- 
ing, with  white-washed  walls,  such  as  we  often  see  in  St  Ann*8 
and  other  ancient  towns  along  the  St.  Lawrence.  Even  in 
the  suburbs  of  Montreal  to-day,  especially  in  the  French 
quarter,  such  buildings  may  be  found.  Despard  ran  to  the 
window  and  rapped  on  the  glass  in  a  peculiar  manner.  The 
door  opened  almost  instantly ;  the  spy  darted  in,  and  dropped 
the  heavy  bars  before  the  door  immediately. 

•*  Wliat  is  the  matter  f  said  a  harsh  voice. 

The  voice  appeared  to  come  from  the  floor.  Despard 
looked  down.  A  man,  crippled  and  deformed  to  a  degree 
that  seemed  incredible,  was  crouching  there.  If  standing 
erect,  he  would  have  made  a  well-proportioned  person  ;  but, 
by  some  accident  or  crime,  his  back  was  so  deformed  that  he 
walked  with  his  face  always  looking  at  the  floor,  aided  in  his 
course  by  two  short  canes. 

**  I  was  pursued,  good  Conrad,"  said  Despard,  who  spoke  , 
to  th«  deformed  wretch  with  the  utmost  tenderness ;  **  birt,  I 
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think  I  have  thrown  them  off  the  scent  There  are  few  nu-n 
in  Montreal  whc  know  of  the  many  places  where  I  can  hide 
my  head  from  pursuit.     Has  any  one  been  here  ?** 

**  Spouk  to  the  purpose  first/*  replied  the  deformed  man,  in 
his  harsh,  guttural  voice.  "  I  must  know  if  you  are  in  any 
danger.  If  so,  away;  find  another  hiding-place.  Andrew 
Despard  can  have  no  rest  as  long  as  his  mission  remains  un- 
aocomplislied.     How  say  you  ?     Are  you  in  dread  V* 

"It  is  no  one  who  has  force  enough  to  break  in.  They 
may  come  to  the  door.  If  they  do,  open  the  wicket  and 
threaten  tliem  with  the  soldiers  at  the  barrierb.*' 

A  loud  luiock  interrupted  him  as  he  was  going  on  with  the 
speech,  and  a  loud  voice  demanded  admittance.  Despard 
stepped  into  a  little  curtained  recess  apart  from  tlie  large  room, 
and  peeped  out  from  the  curtains.  The  deformed  man  pushed 
a  chair  up  to  the  door,  and  mounting  on  it  with  an  agility 
whicli  no  one  would  have  supposed  him  capable  of,  opened  a 
little  wickot,  not  four  iuches  square,  and  listened. 

"  Open  here  I  Open  in  the  name  of  the  Governor  1"  cried 
a  voice,  which  Despard  had  no  difflpilty  in  recognizing  as  that 
of  Dt^ardin. 

'*  Wlio  are  you  ?"  screamed  Conrad,  "  that  dare  come  here 
in  the  night  to  rouse  a  poor  deformed  man  from  the  only  rest 
he  knows?  Conrad  Dumont  has  enough  sorrow  without  any 
more  being  added." 

*'  We  have  pursued  a  man  to  this  place  for  attempting  the 
life  of  Major  Dujardin,"  cried  another  voice.  "  His  name  is 
Despard.  He  has  been  seen  to  enter  here  before,  and  he  is 
here  now." 

**  You  lie,  you  crop-eared  villain.  Now  may  the  curse  of 
the  eye  that  never  sleeps,  of  the  hand  wliich  is  palsied,  and 
the  ear  that  can  not  hear,  fall  on  you,  and  blight  you,  body 
and  bones  I  May  you  cry  for  rest,  even  in  the  grave,  and 
never  attain  it  I  May  your  food  be  poison  and  your  drink  the 
oil  of  upas  !  If  you  have  children,  the  ban  of  deformity  fall 
on  them,  as  it  has  fallen  on  me  !  Away,  you  scum  I  I  charge 
you,  haunt  not  about  my  doors  !  I  am  Conrad  the  sorcerer, 
whom  ye  all  fear." 

"  For  the  sake  of  all  the  saints,  Major  Dujardin,"  said  the 
last  speaker,  **  come  away  from   this.     That  deformed  lump 
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hat  a  power  such  m  few  men  posscM.     He  is  a  sorcerer,  aiid 
can  revcM  secrets  which  we  think  locked  In  silence." 

"  Muj^r  Dujardin  is  there/'  said  Conrad.  **  I  have  nerer 
seen  his  face,  but  he  is  there.  Let  me  give  him  my  blessing, 
such  as  so  great  a  villain  deserves.  lie  is  a  murderer.  I  can 
see  the  blood  upon  his  hands,  even  liere." 

"  Conrad,  Conrad  P  whispered  Despard,  "  beware  T 

**  Down  with  the  door  and  stop  his  cursed  tongue  !*'  cried 
Dujardin. 

"  May  the  marrow  leave  the  bone  and  the  hand  be' palsied 
that  touches  the  door,"  shrieked  Conrad.  **  Hear  my  blessing. 
The  blight  of  the  withered  heart  fall  on  you,  Mariot  Dujar- 
din— the  curse  of  a  heart  always  weary  and  full  of  bitterness. 
May  no  hope  of  yours  ever  meet  its  full  fruition.  Disappoint- 
ment and  sorrow  follow  you  through  life.  Hope  deferred 
make  the  heart  sick :  may  your  friends  turn  traitors  in  the 
hour  when  you  need  them.  May  your  life  be  one  eternal 
night  of  sorrow.  Oh  for  a  little  brcatli  to  cui-se  you,  re^- 
banded  slayer  of  the  innocent." 

Dujardin  stood  with  bo^ed  head  while  this  fearful  maledic- 
tion ruined  upon  him.  Looking  up  at  length,  he  saw  the  ma- 
levolent face  and  gleaming  eyes  of  the  deformed  man  peering 
through  the  little  opening,  within  a  foot  of  his  own.  His  first 
thought  was  to  lift  his  hand  and  strike  the  mocking  wretch 
to  the  earth.  But,  the  malevolent  look  which  flamed  from 
the  eyes  restrained  him,  and  his  hand  dropped  to  his  side. 

"  What  have  I  done  to  you  that  you  should  curse  me  ?**  ho 
demanded. 

**  You  do  not  know  ?  One  day  it  shall  be  given  you  to 
understand,  and  in  that  hour  call  upon  the  rocks  and  the 
mountains  to  cover  you,  and  they  shall  not  obey  you.  What 
are  the  pitiful  griefs  of  others  in  this  world  compared  to  mine  ? 
What  are  their  woes?  The  hight  of  happiness  beside  the 
sorrows  which  weigh  me  to  the  earth.  Away !  Why  do  you 
linger  on  the  threshold  ?"  ..  j       .    .      * 

''■"  **  We  can  not  ^o  until  we  know  whether  Despard  is  here 

concealed,"  replied  Dujardin. '     "  '     •" 

***  Let  me  see  the  man  among  you  bold  enough  to  cross  this 
threshold.  I  do  not  think  the  man  lives  in  Montreal  who 
>*ould  do   it  without  the  permission  of  Conrad  the  sorcerer. 
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Aba  I  Ifl  Ihal  Monsieur  le  Sergeant  Deschappelles  I  Mt  llicrc  ? 
Shall  I  tell  the  tale  of  a  crime  c»'»mraitted  by  tho  side  of  the 
rfver,  and  bow  pfhnstly  the  face  of  the  murdered  man  looked 
as  it  floated  away  un(^cr  the  ennimer  sky  ?** 

The  man  to  whom  tliU  speech  was  directed  uttered  a  low 
cry  of  surprise  and  fear,  at  wbicb  Conrad  chuckled  fiercely. 

**  I  toucbetl  you  there,"  he  cried.  **  There  is  no  man  among 
you  in  whose  coat  I  can  not  find  a  hole.  Tliere  ia  Justin  Le- 
fcbre,  slinking  behind  tbe  major.  Who  broke  into  the  bouse 
on  Ndtrc  Dame,  and  stole  tbe  silver  tea  service  and  tlie  large 
gold  watcb  ?** 

**  Monsieur  T  shouted  tbe  roan,  in  an  agony  of  fear,  **  be 
careful  of  tbe  statements  you  make,  or  you  may  have  to  prove 
them."  

**  That  is  easily  done,  Justin.  But,  you  are  not  alone  in 
this.  There  are  five  of  you,  tbieves,  liars  and  murderers,  every 
man.  You  are  tbe  sneak  of  the  party.  The  rest  arc  tbe 
cat*s-paw8  to  pull  tbe  major's  cbestnuts  out  of  tbe  fire." 

**  Endurance  is  past,"  shouted  Dujardin.  **  Down  with  tbe 
doorl"  ;     .       .  y 

Not  a  man  stirred.  Naturally  superstitious,  they  believed 
that  tbe  curse  Conrad  bad  invoked  would  surely  fall  upon  the 
man  who  touched  tbe  door.  Tlicy  looked  at  one  another  in 
consternation. 

**  Are  vou   fools  and  cowards  as  well  as  what  tbe  knave 
called  you  f*  said  tbe  major.     "  Give  me  tlie  ax." 
I  •*  Hold  there  !"  said   Despard,  appearing  suddenly  at   tbe 

wicket.  "  I  am  here,  Major  Mariot  Dujardin.  What  can  I 
do  for  yon  f  •'      —■  .  , 

"  Ah  1"  stammered  tbe  other.  "  So  you  are  b#»re  indeed  ! 
You  will  please  to  come  out  and  place  yourself  in  my 
charge." 

"  Excuse  me.  Call  tbe  guard  at  the  barrier  yonder.  I  will 
go  with  them,  not  with  you." 

"  Do  you  suspect  me  ?" 

**  Most  decidedly.  You  are  not  the  sort  of  company  I  care 
for  in  a  dark  night  and  in  a  narrow  street.  The  guard  at  the 
barrier  are  honorable  soldiers,  not  in  your  pay.  It  will  be  a 
pleasure  to  me  to  make  a  statement  to  the  officer  in  charge  in 
reference  to  his  companion  in  arms,  Major  Dujardin." 
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••  You  are  a  villain." 

"  You  certainly  are,  Major  Dujardin,*'  replied  Dcapard, 
cof>lly.  "  Now  do  not  think  to  blu.  xssq  out  of  mj  determ- 
ination, or  cliango  my  purpose.  Either  call  the  guard  and 
give  me  in  charge,  or  leave  this  place  at  once ;  for,  I  give  you 
my  honor,  the  first  man  who  puts  foot  upon  that  door-sill,  1 
will  kill."  •  '    .f 

"  You  wj)l  not  dare  to  resist?"  ■  --    '    --»^»     ^» 

"  I  always  dare  to  defend  myself.  If  you  thuxk  me  a  cow- 
ard, strike  but  os«;e  at  that  door,  and  than  look  to  yourself^" 
rejoined  the  spy. 

There  was  a  muttering  among  the  villains  assembled  about 
the  door.  They  did  not  like  the  posture  of  affairs.  This 
man  showed  too  determined  a  front.  If  he  had  yielded  to 
their  escort,  he  would  have  gone  out,  never  more  to  look  upon 
the  light  of  day.  They  would  have  killed  him,  and  left  his 
body  in  the  street.  But,  the  keen-witted  man  read  them  ea- 
sily, and  he  knew  that  they  would  never  call  the  guard,  as 
such  a  course  must  lead  to  the  inquiry  afl  to  what  tlie  major 
was  doing  in  the  street  at  that  late  hour.  ^.^i-*^ 

'*  I  a&«»  you  onoe  more  to  give  yourself  vrp  to  me,"  said  the 
major.  ••  -^^  ^  •  *■-  -  .  - '■  --r-  •    ■\..^,..;.f,^.f  i  ^-.j..rv>  .,«.  v.,  ,  ;.  t^  .<» 

**  And  I  once  more  refuse." 

*'  Then  I  shall  be  forced  to  lay  my  claim  before  the  Gover- 
nor and  council." 

"  Do  so  ;  I  shall  be  charmed.  My  worthy  major,  you  have 
not  caught  the  fox."  ^ 

The  baffled  villains  retreated.  Despard  opened  the  door 
and  peered  out  after  thctm.  There  was  no  mistake  about  it 
They  were  gone.    ^^  j,^. .-     :^^f^^  ^t.\  trsmnm^:^    '  ^t  " 
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CHAPTER     III.      '  • 

.,  *  4  t. 

,  WILTON.  _  , 

•*  The  plot  thickens  "  said  Dospard,  closing  and  barring  the 
door  and  dropping  upon  n  stool  near  the  fire.  "  Tliat  rillaiu 
will  complicate  all  from  tliia  hour.  My  curse  upon  him  ? 
"Wiiy  should  he  enter  the  fight  befire  his  time?'* 

**  Andrew  "  said  the  deformed  one,  who  had  crouched  at 
the  side  of  the  fire,  close  to  the  feet  of  the  other,  "  the  work 
is  before  us ;  shall  we  not  do  it  ?  All  the  devotion  of  my  life  is 
yours.  It  by  doing  it  I  could  be  of  service  to  you,  how  gladly 
would  I  lay  down  this  wasted  being.  But,  I  believe  that 
even  I,  cramped  and  deformed  though  I  am,  can  still  be  a  sad 
^\      sort  of  comfort  to  you.*'        -j--  .     if  i     /./,v#*^  ug  j    u  ^  n  >i 

"In  more  ways  than  one,  my  pvoor  Conrad.  You  stir  me 
up  to  the  work  I  have  to  do ;  and  if  sometimes  I  grow  weary 
on  the  road,  and  stop  to  look  at  hout>ehold  hearths  on  which 
the  fires  are  glowing,  such  a  hearth  as  was  to  be  mine,  a  look 
at  your  face  qiMckly  makes  me  forget  ali  but  vengeance." 

*•  True  heart  and  bold !  Bear  up  and  be  strong,  even  for 
her  sake,  who  nas  passed  into  the  valley  of  the  shadow,"  said 
Conrad.  ,  . 

"  For  fer  sake !  Ah,  now  you  hate  hamed  fi«p;  1  a^  wiliiin 
again,  ready  to  do  a  man's  work  in  the  cause  I  have  under- 
taken. I  need  not  fear  this  man.  He  is  a  villain,  and  an 
acute  one.     We  shall  be  more  than  his  match,  my  Conrad." 

**He  shall  see."       '     *  »^  "^  *    -*i  ^   ...  u^^i^u  ^t**     ^  m  ^ 

'   **  How  the  knaves  stared,  when  you  laid  their  lives  open 

I  before  them !  They  little  know  Andrew  Despard.  No  wonder 
they  were  appalled,  for  how  could  you,  of  all  men,  get  this 
knowledge  by  fair  means?  It  is  a  good 'plan  to  keep  up  the 
idea  of  sorcery  on  your  part.  It  will  be  a  protection  to  you." 
"  It  has  been,  before  now.  There  are  few  men  hardy 
enough  to  lay  the  weight  of  a  finger  on  me  in  anger.  Thejr 
fear  me,  ha,  ha !  They  think  my  curses  will  come  home  ta 
them  one  day  or  another.     I  t)elieve  it  too.     Who  of  all  m«n 
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who  have  incurred  our  hatred,  did  not  some  day  have  cause 
to  feel  that  we  have  power,  such  as  few  men  have  ?  Let  them 
beware  of  Conrad  1     He  will  make  their  lives  bitter  to  them." 

"  The  work  is  before  us,  Conrad.  It  is  a  hard  labor.  The 
French  begin  to  suspect  me,  and  but  that  I  know  the  nets  of 
the  English  are  drawing  close  about  this  doomed  city,  I 
should  fear  to  remain  here  longer.  The  Governor's  private 
Secretary  looked  closely  at  me,  and  whispered  to  the  Governor 
when  they  passed  me  yesterday.  I  begin  to  fear  that  some 
one  of  those  who  have  been  so  long  in  our  power  are  kick- 
ing over  the  traces.  If  the  worst  comes,  Andrew  Despard 
must  go,  and  another  take  his  place."  ...  .  .  <  ^r  .  . 
<  The  man  at  his  feet  smiled.  He  alone  knew  the  wonder- 
ful resources  of  this  spy,  and  how  he  had  power  to  change 
his  looks  so  completely  that  the  very  motlier  who  bore  him 
would  not  have  known  her  son. 

*•  The  trouble  is  with  you,  Conrad.  You  can  not  change, 
and  if  I  go  away,  you  may  suflfer  insult  and  abuse,  I  fear 
it." 

,j  ^M  do  not  They  dare  not  touch  me.  Go  about  your 
work,  and  trust  to  me  to  take  care  of  myself.  I  can  do  it. 
You  have  not  sufficient  confidence  in  me,  Andrew.  Remem- 
ber that  I  loved  her,  too,  as  such  a  being  can  love  any  one 
good  and  beautiful  who  was  kind  to  him.  Sometimes,  in  my 
sad  nights,  I  think  of  her  as  I  knew  her,  with  her  brown  hair 
dropping  about  her  face.  Her  voice  was  soft  and  low,  and 
when  she  touched  me,  I  felt  that  even  I  had  something  to 

live  fbr.^"'^  ■ '■  ^^^tHri*--'^-'*-  •'t    -'^f  -f'-i-^- v*---;- ..•    5-    ■      ..   '-      '      ■. 

'  "  Silence,  Conrad,"  gasped  Despard.  "  Is  it  not  enough 
that  I  have  lost  her,  but  I  must  be  made  to  feel  it  every  hour 
by  you  ?  My  burden  is  hard  enough  to  bear,  heaven  knows, 
without  any  thing  more  being  added  to  it  No,  Conrad,  I  am 
wrong.  I  see  by  your  face  that  I  have  said  too  much.  But, 
you  know  how  to  bear  with  a  heart  so  wrung  as  mine  has 
been  this  many  a  weary  year." ,  .  ^^^  ^^  ^^  ^mm^A^.4^^ 
"  Do  I  not,  Andrew  t  Nothing  you  can  say  will  move  me 
to  any'thing  but  sorrow.  We  bear  this  grief  together.,"  » 
**  Thank  you.     But  I  must  go,  Conrad.     I  have  work  to 

f.  do  to-morrow  which  Andrew  Despard  could  not  appear  In. 

.  i  think  he  had  better  keep  quiet^for  a  dj^  or  two/V^'^^^^ 
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Rap — rap — rap  I  Despard  paused  and  listened.  The  rap- 
iping  was  repeated.  One  rap,  then  an  interval,  and  two  quick 
raps  following,  immediately  followed  by  two  rasping  scratches 
at  the  door.  ^'    ^    ^'''"  ^^^<\  t:^  n       n   ^ 

♦*  Ha !  Do  you  hear  that,  Conrad  ?  As  I  hope  to  be  saved, 
it  is  Wilton  r  "^    ' 

H<;  darted  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  A  slight  youn^  man, 
dressed  in  the  garb  of  a  French  hunter,  entered  the  room,  and 
Dcspard  dropped  the  bar  behind  him.    ^'  .;      , ' 

•*  You  here,  Wilton  ?  You  will  dare*ffiOt«  fhaiilitiy  man  I 
know.  Do  you  not  understand  that  your  life  is  doubly  for- 
feited now,  since  your  escape?"  •     •-  -  '        -^-  •-'  *      ^j:*i  nx. 

"  I  know  it,  my  good  Despard.  But,  what  can  you  asfe  f 
One  can  not  always  control  his  motions ;  and,  by  the  hopes 
of  my  life,  I  would  have  come  to  Montreal  to-day  though 
Satan  himself  stood  at  the  gate.  Good  Conrad,  how  do  you 
feel  tonight ?**'*'^'*'''^  '^^  '^'  n  ^;.«  '>^v  ^i^^m'A-ijn^  in-  i0miif^d-^  jo 

*'  I  am  very  well,"   said  Conrad,     "  I  hope  you  are  the 

go  me  ♦♦ '  f?- •  ■  '"si  --'^ff^i^^fivj  '^-'-r^   -^fAiii  <\tiMit  fil'ifi^  m  it. 

"  Never  better,  Conrad.  I  should  not  have  come  to  Mon- 
treal except  I  were  in  good  trim.  How  goes  the  world  with 
you  ?     And,  Despard,  how  is  Marie  f ' 

It  was  Wilton,  the  Yankee  lover  of  Marie  D'Arigny,  who 
had  entered  the  city  at  the  peril  of  his  life.  On  a  previous 
occasion  he  had  been  captured  by  the  treachery  of  Mariot 
Dujardin,  but  had  esciiped.  If  he  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
French  now,  there  was  no  hope  for  him.  He  knew  this  well, 
and  took  his  chances,  as  a  brave  man  might. »-  ^-"-^  *^  !*«,*. 

Despard  received  him  warmly.  The  gallant  young  Ameri- 
can had  touched  his  hardening  heart.  Wilton  was  literally 
fearless,  and  plunged  into  danger  as  some  men  go  into  a  revel. 
There  was  something  wonderfully  attractive  in  his  bold,  open 
face,  as  he  held  Despard  by  both  hands.        ^  ^'^  "^  ***^  " 

"  Marie,"  replied  Despard,  **  She  is  well.  I  saw  her  to- 
night, and  again  snatched  her  from  the  clutches  oi  that 
double-dyed  villain,  Mariot  Dujardin."  *^^.wf. 

"  Do  you  tell  me  that  V  cried  the  young  man.  -  "Then  I 
have  to  thank  you  for  a  new  favor,  Despard.  Upon  fny  soul 
it  vexes  me  to  the  heart  because  I  let  that  villain  go  alive 
when  I  had  him  down."??-^  i^^^^-  .  *%v;.ifc*^;-  i^„-.^^^^:4wsj^  ^^^^^ 
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,^l  have  often  said  U.     But  why  are  you  heref*  - 

**  Why  ?  Can  you  ask  n\e  llie  question  T  I  cam€  in  part 
to  do  my  oounlry  serrice,  and  as  mucli  to  see  my  darlinip 
Marie.  It  is  a  hard  tiling,  Andrew  Despard,  to  be  separated 
BO  long  from  OB€  we  love,  and  to  know  that  it  brings  danger 
to  her  as  well  as  to  us  to  visit  her.  But  for  the  latter,  I 
shouUl  have  seen  her  more  frequently.  Life  if  nothing  with- 
out love."       ,  , 

♦*  So  youDj^,  80  brave,  so  reckless.  This  is  the  mirror  of 
Tfiy  own  life,"  moaned  Despard,  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands.  **  Alas,  Wilton,  you  have  never  heard  the  story  of 
my  life.     You  shall  hear  it  to-night.     Come  with  me." 

They  opened  a  little  door  in  the  rear  of  the  house  and 
stepped  out  into  the  gloom.  It  was  now  verging  toward 
morning,  and  the  hour  was  the  darkest  of  the  whole  nig  t. 
This  was  nothing  to  these  men,  who  had  threaded  the  streets 
of  Montreal  in  darkness  too  often  to  be  deceived,    •^^.i^i  v^*  r :? 

They  had  not  far  to  go  without  an  adventure.  Walking 
at  a  swift  pace,  they  were  suddenly  halted  by  the  barrel  of  a 
muaket,  >aid  horizontally,  .white  a  hai^  :VQlce  acted  out  the 
conventional  ^shalienge.     » ^  *  r^H*  *  ,.^%  n'  ^'^-rr  i  tr^  r>  H  •! 

Despard  gave  the  word.       "^  >tL  -     r  *     r      - 

rj*  The  word  is  correct,  gentlemen ;  but,  ^ubtless,  you  have 

not  heard  the  late  order  of  the  Governor.     No  man  shall 

traverae  the  streets  after  the  hour  of  ten  in  the  evening  witli- 

out  a  pass  from  some  person  in  authority."  ij^^j  ^rj*t  ,nnn^:ti^l 

^  That  is  something  new,  it  would  seem,^  said  Despard, 
seeking  to  gain  time.  "  The  word  ought  to  be  enoi^h.">j  bar 
j^  Perhaps.  But  you  must  bear  it  in  mind  that  I  am  not 
here  to  give  orders,  but  to  obey  them.  Therefore,  messieurs, 
you  will  consider  yourselves  detained,  and  come  wjtth  me  to 
the  officer  of  the  guard.*'*i?i'^it^^^^^^F^#«if^  t^'fe^ 

**  Who  is  he  ?'*      ^^^--^-.^f^'ifv-wf  ^.r  ^i^:;«?''i^'1/|^^":*»f:l^^^^^ 
.  .f  Captain  Diijardin."  -  ^  **^  4**  W-   -  ^*s^^t**..^v^  .Ai&^'i* 

f*The  devil,"  muttered  Wiltoa.  "  What  must  we  do,  Anr 
drew?"  ^^  "   *^ 

Despard  admonished  him  to  be  silent  by  a  touch  upon  tha 

llioulder.  | 

J  •*  My  lad,*'  he  said,  addressing  t*e  aoldier,  "  we  liave  iwf 

past,  except  our  names.     If  you  will  eome  nearer,  1  wDJ 


^^^T* 
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impart  them,  when  I  think  yoa  will  allow  oe  fo  pMs.  If  not, 
we  are  willing  to  go  with  yoir.***  «'*--»^'  #^«-"  »  ♦*  .--—^  t 
uii  Of  ooone  nothing  was  so  foreign  (fom  tlie  fntentfom  of  the 
two  men  as  to  go  into  the  presenee  of  Dujardin.  The  soldier 
.  inclined  ht»  head  to  hear  the  name,  and  Despard  hent  forward 
to  giye  it.  There  was  a  dull  sound,  as  of  an  ax  falling  on  a 
wet  log,  and  the  soldier  dropped  to  the  earth,  stomied  by  a 
tremendous  blow  under  the  ear.     Without  waitiag  to  see  the 

^  effect  of  the  blow,  Despard  seized  the  haml  of  Wilton,  sprung 

over  th»  faXken  man,  and  disappeared  from  sight.  The  soldier 
rose  slowly  to  a  sitting  posUire  a  moment  ailer,  nibbing,  with 
a  thoughtful  air,  a  huge  lump  which  was  rising  behind'  tho 
lett  ear.  He  made  no  ailtempt  to  rise  or  make  an-  alarm,  for 
he  was  a  prudent  person,  and  saw  no  reason  why  he  should 
bring  has:  ngacity  into  question  by  betraying  the^  fiict  that  he 
had  been  so  overreached.  So  ho  ruse  to  his  feet,  pondering 
slowly  upon  the  probable  force  of  the  blow  whi<*h  laid  him  in 

V        the  du8l|*$ffi*it»w4i*i*^»'"Wjvr*-K**-»^*^^^  "*'         •■****'=•>•  ^■■^*- 

jj;  Meanwhile  the  two  men  hurried  forward  4.'>.  j..J''  the  street 
After  going  several  blocks  they  paused  to  listen  for  pursuing 
feet,  but  heaxd  none,  and  settled  down  into  a  swift  walk;^^^ 
'  **  A  good  blow  that,  Andrew,"  said  the  young  American. 
**  By  my  soul,  I  had  no  intention  of  attending  a  lavee  held  by 
tha*  excellent  person  in  office,  Mariot  Dujardin.**  ^  ^'*  *-'  - 
^  Nor  L  That  soldier  must  be  gathering  himself  up  by 
this  time.     How  he  must  have  been  astonished.     I  strike  & 

.  -V       heavy  blow."  ^      .. 

^  "I  should  Uiin^so;     Wfterr  do  we  go  now  f*  ^-^  v^j^i'it 

bJ^Yaix  wiA  to  see  Marie,  I  suppose?"  ^*^-^  ^•*'' 

.**By  aiil  means.     How  can  it  l>e  donef*  ^  ^,^..r.v>d    mi    .  - 
d  •*  Readily  enough.     Enter  herewith  ma^*^'  *s^^^*^'  ^  -'^* 
i  He  opened  a  small  gate  next  to  the  residence  ot  Marie 
D'Arigny,  and  signed  to  his  companion  to  enter.  ''^'  *' 

'*  You  have  made  a  mistake,"  the  young  American  said ; 
**  thia  is  not  the  house." '  -  ^  ^mM-.m^i^i  inist  mmmm  '^mm^^^ik?^'^- 

"No  words.  I  know  what  I  9m  doing.  Pass  in,"  replied^ 
Plespard^  almost  sternly,  -fj  4*'^-*^^>  *^«f  4** 

Wilton  had  known  him  too  long  to  say  a  word  more.  He 
passed  in.  The  house  h^ore  which  they  stood  was  a  cftone 
buildi^  of  medium  size^  with  tastefhl  grounds  about  it;  whiclr 
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seemed  to  be  rather  neglected  Just  at  present  To  his  sur- 
prise, Despard  went  to.  the  door,  and  producing  a  pass-key 
jQ-om  the  folds  of  his  coat,  opened  the  door  and  entered  the 
hall.  As  they  did  so  a  door  swung  wide  on  the  left  of  the 
hall,  and  an  old  woman  came  out  She  looked  surprised,  and 
was  about  to  say  something,  when  Despard  checked  her  by  a 
movement  of  his  hand.    -  *  v.,.^.....,i.  ^..;.i  .^  ...i*  ?;.^..  -  .  j 

,1**  Where  is  your  master,  Annette  ?"  he  said.    •  4h.«  /      ^: 
^i.**He  is  in  the  house,"  she  replied,  with  a  smile.'  '^ 

**  I  will  go  to  him,*'  he  said.  *'  Show  this  gentleman  into 
the  parlor  and  have  a  fire  lighted.  £xcuse  me  for  a  moment, 
Wilton.'' 

.  He  ran  up  the  stairs  which  led  from  the  hall  to  the  rooms 
above.  Wilton  followed  Annette  into  the  parlor,  which  was 
plainly  but  neatly  furnished.  She  rung  a  bell,  and  a  negro 
appeared,  who  soon  kindled  a  fire,  for  all  the  mat^.rials  were 
in  the  grate.  This  done,  the  two  servants  left  him,  and  he 
took  a  seat  before  the  blazing  wood,  looking  dreamily  into  it 
As  he  sat  there,  he  was  not  aware  that  he  was  not  alone,  but 
the  door  had  opened  noiselessly,  and  a  stranger  had  come  into 
the  room.  It  was  an  old  man,  with  hair  white  as  snow,  and 
a  beard  which  dropped  upon  his  breast,  and  who  supported 
his  steps  by  the  aid  of  a  stout  cane,  the  body  of  which  was 
painted  to  resemble  the  rattlesnake,  while  the  head  and  neck 
was  thrown  into  a  coil  The  rattle,  which  was  of  iron,  was 
also  quaintly  carved  into  the  rese!  Mance  of  a  real  rattle. 
The  robe,  which  was  thrown  loosely  over  the  person,  and 
gathered  at  the  waist  by  a  girdle,  was  of  some  soft,  white 
cloth.  His  feet  were  shod  with  sandals,  which  accounted 
for  the  noiseless  manner  in  which  he  had  entered  the  room. ;. 
The  young  man  looked  np  in  surprise,  and  sprung  to  his 
feet  But  the  other  made  a  gesture  which  disarmed  him  of 
.   *  all  fear.  ^  ot  *?*>iit#i^«^^  f  ■j^e^5:k•fc.afi-,^lffhA'u•- 

f  **  Must  I  introduce  myself?"  asked  WiUon*i  ^^miim*  If  ** 
"  I  already  know  that  you  are  Wilton,  better  known  as  the 
"^^$ilent  Slayer,  a  spy  of  the  English."    ^r^^-^iF^  :«=i^i^^5C^**^ 
"^     "  Then  Despard  has  betrayed  me  1".  said  the  young  maa^ 
^Jocosely.  ^^  T^r.  ^.^^  ,  r 

"  He  has.     But  need  you  lose  faith  in  him  f     Has  he  not 
^%p^  true  to  the  English  all  these  years  ?"  said  the  old  man.  ^ 
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"  True  as  steel.  If  he  has  told  you  who  I  am  it  ia  for 
some  good  end.     Tell  me  who  you  are."    *   -^rtify   ,^     -    ,> 

**  I  am  one  who  is,  and  who  is  not — a  phantom,  a  shadow 
— now  here,  now  there.  It  is  easier  to  trace  the  course  of  a 
comet  than  mine.  It  would  do  you  no  good  if  I  told  you, 
yet,  since  ypu  must  haye  f^  name  to  address  me  by,  call  me 
Anselmo.*'    •    .       .  -  ^fjH  •r'*!   r !  '     :•>  '.'[ 

"  Monsieur — **  began  the  young  man. 

**  I  said  not  that  Address  me  in  English.  I  can  speak  it 
well,  and  this  French  hangs  heavy  on  my  tongue.  I  am  no 
Frenchman.  If  I  loye  any  man,  I  love  Despard.  He  wishes 
you  treated  kindly,  and  it  shall  be  done."         .^^    ,,,   .  ,  ;jHj-f' 

"  More  than  this.     I  wish  to  see  Marie  D* Arigny.'^'  -^,.1*^4,, ; . 
v"  My  fair  neighbor.     Very  well.     We  will  see  what  can  be 
done.     I  have  some  faith  in  my  ability  to  bring  the  maiden 
here.     A  good  and  true  maid,  I  believe."    *  t^ir^rrti^  i7**i»T* 

**  Let  me  see  the  man  who  dare  say  otherwise,"  said  Wil- 
ton, fiercely,  **  and  he  shall  cross  swords  with  me."    -iu  .   ^^A 

"Tut,  tut  You  are  marvelously  hot-headed,  my  dear  sir. 
Nobody  shall  challenge  the  purity  of  your  lady.  You  shall 
see  her,  if  it  is  in  my  power.  But,  you  must  be  hungry  after 
your  tramp  from  Chambly.  Let  us  see  if  we. can  d^  any 
thin^for  you."  "  »-^ 

He  rung  a  bell  and  a  negro  appeared,  bearing  a  tray  con- 
taining venison  steaks,  some  fine  wheat  bread,  and  a  flask  of 
wine,. with  glasses.  These  he  set  before  Wilton,  on  a  little 
table,  and  immediately  withdrew,    ^...i,,  y^^,^,  ?v^  jj^  tt  mt  - 

**  Make  no  ceremony,"  said  the  old  man,  **  and  have  no 
fear  of  Anselmo.     He  has  nothing  but  kindness  for  you  in  his 

"  Thanks,"  said  Wilton.  **  You  shall  find  that  I  will  pun- 
ish yol^:  food  dreadfully.  I  am  rather  sharp-set  after  my 
tramp  from  the  Chambly."       ^  *•  »,^,,  .,.,.  |  ^. ... 

"Did  you  see  any  Indians  by  the  way?"     .  .    --.  *  -*^ 

**  I  passed  within  sight  of  several  camp-fires,  but  I  only 
saw  one  Indian,  whom  I  know.  I  stepped  into  the  bushes, 
to  let  him  pass.  li  ^Wj^  W^xuMia.  the.  Giant  Chief  q£  St 
Regis."  - 

"  Listen  to  me,  young  sir.  There  is  no  nobler  heart  than 
lliAl.3vhich  beats  in  the  broad  bosom  of  Wenona,  in  all  this 
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fair  Iftiti.  He  has  in  him  a  iofty  courage,  a  generous  spirit 
toward  a  weak  enemy,  and  a  hatred  of  wrong  worthy  tlie 
Knights  of  the  Round  Table."     '*  ^      •     "'    '^''  •• '  '  ' 

»•!  can  well  beHeve  It,**  said  WHton.  '*  His  strong  arm 
rent  my  prison-bars,  and  set  me  at  liberty,  when  I  was  in  fear 
of  my  life,  and  slmuld  perhaps  hav«  lost  it  but  Cor  his  help. 
He  stood  by  my  side  one  night  when  w«  rescued  Marie  from 
the  hands  of  ruflftans  who  had  seized  her.  He  conducted  me 
to  the  shore  of  the  lake,  thtwgh  bands  of  hostile  savages. 
A  shout  from  him  would  have  brought  down  upon  my  head 
the  weapons  of  a  score  of  painted  savages.  Yon  can  say 
nothing  in  Wenona^s  praise  in  wMch  I  wiH  not  heartily 
concur." 

**  Let  tis  drink  his  health,*'  said*  the  oT^  rmm,  laHng  np  Ihe 
flask  and  filling  two  glasses.     "  Let  him  hare  a  bumper." 

They  emptied  their  glasses  in  honor  of  the  chief,  while 
Wilton  looked  closely  at  the  old  man.  Where  hftd  he  seen 
him  before  f  Tiiere  was  nothing  in  his  face  which  was  fa- 
miliar ;  but  something  in  his  attitude  and  form,  which  he  could 
not  understand,  reminded  him  of  some  one  he  had  known — 
whom,  he  could  not  tell.  -^^^      tww^^s  ?rf  ^f  h  'il  .^M  - 

*^*M'here  is  Despard,  sirT  said  Wilton.  "Is  he  coming 
down?"         ^  '  ""^^  ""^^ 

**  He  promised  thut  you  should  sec  your  lady-love,  you  say  ?" 
said  Ansel  mo. 

"Yes."  '"''*  ''  ^ '"'   ■   '    -■■''    •^■'ti^'>      ^-'-^^^.t^  .M^v^*      •" 

,  "He  is  about  that  business  mw^%Mt^<M  thaft.  "  Be 
ttot  impatient.'* 

"  You  forget  Bow  feng  it  is  since  T  iiare  been  !n  Montreal. 
After  long  absence  from  his  lady,  until  he  has  seen  her  fiaoe 
a  lover  is  always  impatient.**       '      ***»*>>--    .-4^,..^. 
<  **  Good  lack,  that  time  is  past  with  me.     I  am  old,  young 
man,  I  am  old.**  t^  i=*f '  ^  --^  i^*--  ^'^^^ 

^  Yet  your  eyes  have  hr  them  sometkinc;  of  the  fire  of 
youth  yet.*'  '-nmrn^  im&i^m-  ^  ^:Km  nk^0-/m^me^-;i  ^' 

^*  Perhaps.  But  mine  has  been  a  weary  life  for  all  that — 
a  life  ftill  of  plots  and  inventions — of  struggling  for  some- 
thing unattainable — of  waiting  and  watching  for  something 
which  never  comes.  Young  man,  yours  id  a  life  of  danger ; 
yon  go  about  m  hourly  peril  of  your  life ;  but,  you  have  yet 
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timet iiing  to  sustaia  you,  since  you  IkAve  not  to  tcfuse  your- 
self tUe  ImppineM  of  wpxQAu'ft  co.mpauionAliip,  the  bllig  of 
woman's  love." 

**  Your  marble  bos  been  Wftrmed,  \htn  T  said  Wilton. 
*•  You  remember  your  love  affairs  to  tbls  day." 

'*  Remember  tl>em  1  Ab  if  I  coiiid  forget  FUl  your  glass 
again,  and  drink  in  silence.  Tbe  toast  is  to  tbe  Ofiemory  uf 
one  wbo  has  long  siooe  passed  away  from  earth.  Sorrow 
bore  heavy  upon  her  beautiful  head,  and  she  died.  This  to 
her  memory,  for  I  held  her  very  dear."  ^^s  i.>^i  <*  ,  ^  ^v-  4 

They  drank  iu  silence,  and  the  old  man  laid  his  head  upon 
tlic  table  before  him  and  said  not  t,  word  for  some  moments. 
Wilton  remained  mute.  Presently  Anselmo  raised  his  head, 
and  there  was  nothing  in  his  stern  old  ikce  to  show  that  a 
storm  of  passion  had  passed  <wer  him,  leaving  liis  heart  fhll 
of  bitterness.      v-  »     *  -    :•  v   y*--  vv-   'i*V       -i^^^i^*    ? 

**  That  is  past,"  he  said.  *'  All  liare  their  hours  of  sorrow. 
I  have  mine  alioayB.  Since  I  can  not  be  ha{^y  niyself,  I  will 
do  what  I  can  for  others.  My  dear  sir,  if  yon  will  wait.  A 
moment,  you  shall  see  your  lady."  ^^      , ,  ^ipi^i  " 

**  Quickly,  then  ;  I  am  in  suspense."  *  ^ 

The  old  man  went  out.  Filteen  minutes  paaaed,  and  the 
young  man  was  beginning  to  think  Marie  was  not  coming, 
when  the  door  was  thrown  open  and  he  had  her  in  his  arms, 
close  up  to  his  beating  heart.  .    .^  *  t. 


\      .         •  '         w 
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LoYSBS  have  much  to  say  when  they  meet  after  long  part- 
ings. There  are  mutual  vows  to  interchange,  mutual  griefs  to 
bear.  They  tell  over  word  by  word  their  thoughts  mce  last 
they  met  ,  lips  meet  in  a  long  kiss,  and  seem  loth  to 
part  There  are  moments  in  this  life  wortii  all  our  life  before 
or  afler — moments  to  remember  when  om*  hair  is  growing 
gray*    .^tM  --imU  =i^#»£^'  Wi  ■^Miii^  ^^^*^  «^X  ^t«i?3«  mii«i5^ 


{MM^^,  ^         .  iiiviri  im^^M^'^'"'^-'^'*-'^^^^ 
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He  held  her  off  from  him  and  looked  into  her  glowing 
face,  so  full  of  love  for  liira,  ond  then  ogaln  drew  her  to  his 
heart. 

**  yij  darling  T  he  said,  **  the  hours  have  been  yean  since 

we  |)arted.'*  v"  "  "     •      :  ^       /      ,  ^, 

*•  I  am  glad  to  meet  ybti,'*  slie  sobbed^  ;  **  so  gfad  to  tncet 
you,  and  yet  I  simdder  at  the  danger  before  you.**        -  - 

"  Never  mind  that,  dear.     Think  only  that   we  have  met       * 
again.**.'     X^^  '*-     iirrn  .iu^n  Hf^i^Ut^-vi  i/w  Uv^i.-  v*  ; 

"  I  never  was  so  happy.  Annette  came  to  my  window  just 
now  and  gave  me  a  note  from  her  master.  It  had  only  these 
words :  *  Wilton  Is  here.  Come  to  my  house.  Anselmo.*  You 
see  I  did  not  hesitate.**'^    dw^^n      -♦"aj    b- Mmu.  n^.n:  f. 

"Who  is  Anselmo?"  '  -'  '  '  -'  '  ''"'''  "*  "  ' '•**  '• 
'  ^  A  strange  recluse.  It  is  very  seldom  he  is  seen  about 
the  house.  The  servants  will  not  speak  about  him.  An- 
nette, who  often  comes  to  sit  with  ray  housekeeper,  tells  her 
nothing.  But  he  is  a  friend  to  me.  Who  brought  you 
here f ******   ^v  •    --  .    "  ^ 

"Despard.**  "-X*  ^ '  ■''''' i  '^"  ''^'^''  ^^"^"^  \  ''''I'"' 

'•Where  is  he?*'         '  i%r*»^inTi!  ni  iiU\  )     rtio)  ,vl*4^>n'p  * 

t  **l  can  not  tell.  He  went  up-stairs  and  sent  Anselmo  to 
me,  and  I  have  not  seen  him  since.  Anselmo  said  that  he 
was  making   preparations   for   securing  an   interview   with 

you."  Jl*i'Jii  3|Bi  i*J«**  «iH   in  i|ti   t?«;i#»^ 

"He  is  a  strange  man.  Wonderfully  reticent  in  his 
manner,  brave  as  a  lion,  and  full  of  subtle  plots  and  con- 
trivances. But  for  him,  I  should  now  be  in  the  hands  of 
Mariot  Dujardin.** 

"  I  shall  yet  be  even  with  that  guilty  TTititch,"  said  Wilton. 
"  My  curse  upon  him ;  can  he  not  let  you  rest  now  f  Is  it  not 
enough  that  he  laid  your  brother  in  the  grave  and  that  we 
have  not  the  power  to  punish  him,  but  he  must  intrude 
upon  you,  and  seek  by  every  despicable  means  to  compass  his 
designs  ?**  ■^'^^i,.  *     .«-^  ;ii 

I  ^  He  is  indeed  a  villain.  I  gave  him  that  distinction  long 
ago  and  he  may  keep  it.  I  have  no  fear  of  him  when  yon 
are  by.     I  can  not  always  be  exposed  to  him."  i 

^  •*  Nor  can  I  be  with  you  always,  though  it  is  my  hope  to 
remain  beside  you  now.  until  my  friends  break  throujdi  the 
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barriers  of  'KoiiCreal  and  make  the  city  theirs.  In  tliat  Ickxl 
time,  ray  sweet  one,  I  slmll  make  you  mine,  and  place  it  out 
of  (lie  power  of  Dujardia  to  take  you  from  me.     Sliall  tliis  be 

•O  ?**  **    iiito    3Jfi    'J*      .  .,  f'f.iq''    n      ill  7/.^;rj  i»i    flnm   mu  iu^t,  i  i  • 

Blie  Iild  her  face  upon  Iiis  sboulder  witli  a  happy  blusli.  A 
voice  said:  ♦*  »'^  "  ^^  *<ii  >  *t  T'let^c^T  m  f*^.- 

"  God  bless  you  Iwth,  my  children.**  'izJq'tiHi.  M^^^l     !:tw 

They  looked  up.  Anselmo  had  entered  the  room,  and 
stood  with  hands  uplifted,  as  if  in  bcDcdictiun.  Both  bowed 
their  knees  before  him.  He  laid  a  hand  upon  each  young 
head  and  repeated  liis  blessing/'  i*'^>" 

**  My  children,"  he  said,  *'  you  have  sought  to  know  the 
story  of  Despard.  "  You  would  know  why  he,  wiio  is  yet 
young,  is  a  recluse  and  hermit,  except  so  far  as  he  must  lie  In 
companionsliip  with  men  to  work  his  designs  againaCN'ttbt 
French,  whom  he  hates  with  a  deadly  and  enduring  liattodi 
Your  wish  shall  he  granted.  I  am  commissioned  to  tell  the 
tale  to  you,  two  of  the  few  upon  this  earth  whom  Despard 
loves.  And  why  does  he  love  you  ?  Because  you  are  of  the 
few  who  trust  in  hun  and  whom  he  trusts,  and  who  do  not  be> 
tray  his  confidence. .  '*i.*  :»^/ui  1:1  <>fi>/  .  .  .  P*'  rfciiyi:!,' 
U:i  **  Before  I  hegin  the  tale  sit  down  by  rac.  Not  on  the  same 
side.  If  you  do  that,  I  fear  you  will  not  give  proper  atten* 
tiou  to  the  storjr — a  sad  one  in  ray  eyes.  Perhaps  I  think 
so,  because  this  man  Despard  and  I  have  slept  in  the 
same  blanket  and  under  the  same  roof  for  many  years." 

The  young  couple  sat  down,  one  on  each  side  of  him,  and 
drew  up  to  the  fire,  which  shone  upon  the  venerable  fiice  of 
the  old  man.  Marie  noted  what  a  strong  face  it  was.  How 
clear-cut  the  outlines,  and  what  a  fire  yet  showed  itaelf  in  his 

eyes.  ,y.,  *  .*  '■'..,•  -r  '■•^*i    **'     *'•'    ■*"-** ifM«»*i:»4 

Jii  "  Andrew  Despard  ^  an  Englishman,"  he  began ;  "  bnl 
he  was  born  in  France,  and  reared  by  French  people*  This 
accounts  for  his  control  of  the  French  tongue.  Wilton's 
French  is  only  second  to  his,  as  his  sword-play  is  far  in  ad- 
vance. Bah  1  one,  two  I  and  daylight  shows  through  the  body 
of  your  opponent." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Wilton ;  **  but,  how  came  you  to  know 
any  thing  about  my  sword-play  t" 

"  Pwhaps  Despard  told  me.".  .  ..4ilf '" -d'^'^n  «,      .- 
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••  He  might,  Indeed  "  said  Wilton ;  "  pray  go  on." 

"  Flrit  rise  and  cloee  that  shutter,  Wilton." 

The  young  man  rose  td  obey,  threw  oi)en  the  window  and 
pat  out  his  arm  to  draw  In  the  shutter.  As  he  did  so  hla 
eyes  encountered  those  of  a  man  who  was  lounging  down  the 
street  In  the  early  morning.  The  man  gave  a  start  of  surprise 
and  quickened  his  pace.  *  Wlilon  closed  the  shutter  and  re- 
turned ihonghtfully  to  the  fire.  He  did  not  half  like  the  man- 
ner of  the  fellow.  Besides,  there  was  something  in  his  faca 
which  seemed  (amlllnr.  But,  If  mischief  hud  been  done» 
he  could  not  help  It,  and  so  sat  down  a^ain  to  listen  to  thu 
story.-  •■  ■  "•  ■  ■'■  '  ■   ■'-' 

"  I  told  you  that  Andrew  Dcspard  was  born  in  France. 
The  people  with  whom  he  lived  and  by  whom  be  was  edu- 
cated, loved  him.  His  parents  were  persons  of  distinction* 
exiled  from  their  native  country  for  some  poHlical  offense,  but 
who  had  taken  much  wealth  with  them  to  France.  The  old 
man  with  whom  he  lived,  Simon  8t.  Onge,  was  a  friend  of 
his  father.  The  older  Despard  died  two  years  nfler  he  camd 
to  France  and  left  his  wife  and  child  to  the  care  of  his  old 
friend.  The  lady,  who  had  loved  her  husband  dearly,  soon 
followed  him  to  tha  grave,  and  Andrew  was  left  in  the  chateau 
de  St.  Ong6.  f:.     r*      -;     i  Ji .::  o:.  s-b^  %.     .>'ii . 

}:  **  Ho  was  a  generous  youth  In  those  days.  His  worst 
enemies  would  not  have  denied  him  that  As  he  grew  up,  he 
became  a  proficient  in  the  sword-exerf:ise  and  in  every  manly 
art.  Few  of  the  youth  of  Normandy  cared  to  cross  weapons 
with  him.  He  went  to  college,  where  he  distinguished  him- 
wlf  so  much,  that  old  St.  Onge  loved  him  moie  and  more.  It 
wa3  during  his  vacation  that  he  met  his  fate.  He  loved  tho 
daughter  of  a  neighboring  gentleman.  I  do  not  intend  lo  fol- 
low the  whole  course  of  that  love  affair.  She  was  beautiful. 
He  loved  her  as  only  such  natures  Can  love,  and  she  returned 
his  passion.  They  were  very  happy.  The  lime  of  his  vaca- 
tion passed  in  idle  dalliance,  in  walks  and  talks  under  the 
sheltering  groves  of  Normandy  until  lie  must  return  to 
Heidelberg.  His  term  passed  and  he  came  back.  A  ser^ 
pent  bad  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  St.  Onge  family.  Ho 
found  vague  tales  to  his  discredit  were  being  sown  broadcaal 
tl^rough  the  section.     He  traced  them  to  a  £oaog  oaaa  of  hia 
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owD  ftg«,  who  had  come  up  to  Paris,  in  a  (ktaclioient  of  re- 
gular troops — an  enBigOf  just  froip  school.  His  name  was 
Mariot  DuJHrdlor  '  '     '       *  »-  '      ' 

**  Marit)t  r*  cried  Marie,  in  a  tone  of  aRtonislmtent.      '  *' 

^'Tlic  dame.  He  was  no  leas  a  yillain  at  (hat  lime  than  nt 
the  present,  and  these  tales  lie  set  in  circulation — of  duels 
fought  at  college,  of  young  men  killed,  of  wild  orgies  in  the 
J  streets  and  in  the  beer-shops,  of  awl&ward  luve-uffuirs  and  the 
like — liad  htcn  ably  concocted.  Ills  insidiiHin  storit^s  hud 
found  their  way  to  the  ears  of  Terese  D'Any.  8he  liaii  a 
gentle,  confiding  nature;  she  had  to  lielieve  tlie  apparently 
well-authenticated  reports,  and  they  cut  her  to  (he  heart.  He 
uaw  her  droop  like  a  crushed  flower.  It  was  for  her  love 
that  the  scoundrel  invented  those  f:il»c;hootl8.  The  affair  came 
to  a  head  soon.  .w  4^*. 

:  **  It  was  at  a  supper,  given  by  tlie  officers  of  the  garrison, 
at  whicli  Andrew  was  present.  After  the  wine  tame  on,  Du- 
Jardin  entered,  flushed  and  excited.  He  evidently  hail  been 
drinking  deeply,  yet  his  tirst  act  was  to  All  a  goblet  to  the  brim 
and  drink  it  to  the  very  dregs.  The  toasts  went  round,  and  at 
iast  they  came  to  him."  "  '         ^.-^^^n-.ff 

The  eyes  of  the  old  man  were  flashing  with  a  brilliancy 
whicli  was  startling. 

"Were  you  present?"  asked  Wilton.  '  ' 
'  **  I  was,"  replied  Ansel  mo,  with  an  odd  kind  of  iiirffe. 
**  They  called  on  Dujardin  for  a  toast.  Bear  in  mind  that 
Terese  had  avoided  Andrew  for  several  days,  and  that  he  was 
iialf-raad  with  passion.  Dujardin  rose,  and  lifting  his  brim- 
ming glass  above  his  head,  cried  out,  *  Attention  !'  Every  one 
Jooked  at  him.  '  I  am  about  to  propose  the  health  of  the 
Flower  of  Normandy,  gentlemen,  and  I  ask  you  to  do  her 
justice  in  your  glasses — my  betrothed,  Terese  D*Arcy  f     "^^* 

•*  He  needed  no  more  than  that.  In  an  instant  young  Des- 
pard  had  leaped  across  the  table  and  had  him  by  the  throat 
with  one  hand,  while  he  struck  him  in  the  face  with  the  other. 
*  Liar !  Iftche  !*  cried  he  ;  *  I  will  cram  lUe  falsehood  down 
your  vile  throat  !' 

'  **  The  affair  n  wched  rapidly  after  that.  Their  friemls  drag- 
ged them  ab  mv*.  Neither  would  hear  of  any  thing  else,  so 
Vhe  table  was  cleared  away,  the  seconds  chosen  and  a  circfo 
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fonneil.  In  the  center,  stripped  tu  the  ahir^  And  in  silk  stock- 
iugs,  stood  the  two  young  men.  The  seconds  gave  tSe  woi^, 
and  Ihey  closed.     My  heart  warms  now  at  the  thought.     '^ 

**  It  was  an  even  match  for  a  while,  for  Despard  was  angry, 
and  he  got  a  wound  in  the  arm  first.  That  cooled  urn,  and 
lie  fought  more  wariiy.  Jn  ten  minuteft  the  ensign  lay  upon 
his  back  on  that  ensanguined  floor^  with  a  deep  wound  in  Ids 

breast,  e-^^^iii^v -"'i  i-'i^-'ci^A^'M  i^^  ^q<::u'fnr»i>  tnii  i:?!.  #«!<*.  -'.■»'  <  4* 
.  ,  **  Of  course  the  villain  made  use  of  that.  He  claimed  to 
have  been  set  upon  when  in  drink  and  forced  into  a  combat. 
Despard  could  not  deny  it,  and  he  found  his  reputation  grow- 
ing worse  and  worse.  More  and  more  tales  to  his  discredit 
got  about,  even  while  the  fellow  was  in  bed  from  the  cffiect 
of  his  woundy     WM^  h§  was  up  and  around  again  they  grew 

worse.        ''''^^''   -      ^'^-v^^-^'   :  -  '  -  ^.* 

**  At  lag  t  a  murder  was  committed.  A  young  man  who  had 
been  londtst  in  talking  against  Andrew, and  who  was  thought  ^.^ 
to  be  a  tool  of  Dujardin,  was  found  deiid  upon  the  highway, 
with  a  sword-thrust  through  the  heart.  Close  to  the  body  lay 
a  handsomely-mounted  pistol,  with  the  name  of  Andrew 
Despard  engraved  upon  the  silver  plate  on  the  butt.  ^  iv.*. 
ij  **They  tried  him  for  the  murder,  which  was  done  upon  the 
verge  of  the  D*Arcy  estate.  He  cculd  not  deny  that  he  was 
in  the  woods  at  the  time,  for  he  ^as  there,  trying  to  get  a 
chance  to  speak  with  Terese.  While  there,  lie  heard  a  ciy  for 
help,  and  ran  out ;  but  he  could  see  no  one.  The  pistol  was 
his.     He  had  lost  it  from  his  holster  the  day  before.  'f* 

,♦*•  He  was  sentenced  to  be  beheaded  for  that  crime  which  he 
never  did.     They  remanded  him  to  pri8c>\  to  await  his  execu- 
tion.    He  escaped  and  took  ship  for  this  country.     Terese 
went  mad,  they  said,  and  died.     At  least,  he  never  saw  her 
^fiftce  again."  .^  ^^ 

.^  J*  And  who  is  the  deformed  man  they  call  Conrad  ?"    '^ 
*^  t!  ^  servant  of  Terese,  one  who  loved  her  as  a  faithful  dog 
loves  his  master  or  mistress,  and  who  followed  him  over  the 
sea   to   share   his   fortunes,   and    be   revenged    on    Mariot 
Dujardin,"  ^>^ 

**  I  am  Bony  to  hear  this  tale,"  said  Marie,  softly.  "  It 
makes  me  sad.     Yet  he  is  wrong  to  hate  all  France  fbi 
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^    i  TuH  coQDlry  irlioae  Uw8  condemned  him/UDJaaf!)r,  x^oi- 

dered  Terese  D'Arcy."  .  -sjii  tk  wi»irH  tstu^  wk*  *h  riMi>»i  ,i**i* 

Is  Dfispard  his  real  name?"  ulTihm  it^i^  ypiU  t^Hii// 

Ko.     When  you  caa  bring  tUat  dead  woaiiaia  to  Ufe,jtbei» 

shall  you  know  bis  irue  name."  "  V^  *i^-Hl 

At  this  moment  came  ft  heavy  blow  U£>ob  the  dsi^r,    r^  or 
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All  started  to  their  feet  in  sarprisa.  Wiltoo's  iKral  act 
was  to'  draw  the  tword  wliich  had  ^tood  him  in  good  tcaad  in 
many  a  liray,  and  would  not  fiiil  him  co^.  Anselmo'a  $M 
eye  flashed  fire,  and  he  ran  to  the  door,  upon  which  hf^ary 
blows  were  falling.  It  was  evident  that  the  asaailauta, 
whoever  they  might  be,  did  not  propose  to  givj^  them  much 
time.        ■    ^:'^'^*^- ^'" ■'"■;•" -^""^:--^;"^'-^''^^^^  '  .  \  '         ,. 

"  Who  attacks  my  house  ?'*  cried  the  old  m^ny  umgnly*     **  I  1^^ 
will  impeach  the  justice  of  this  province  if  I  do  not  get  full 
reparation  for  this  insult"        "^   -^f 

^  Open  the  doQC,  then,  yon  oM  curmudgeon,^'  bqvled  a 
fierce  voice.  "  Bj*^  the  life  of  my  body,  I  think  yqu  no  bati«r^ 
than  a  sorcerer.  And  when  you  dare  to  give  ahelteir  to  an 
English  spy  beneath  your  roo^  you  ioee  all  right  to  protec* 

> -tt  An  English  spy  F?  ;    ;^^:h, 

^   ^  Yoa.     We  know  thzvi  you  conceal  here  the  young  Aii|r4- 
can,  known  as  the  Silent  Slayer.     We  want  him.     if  jism  do 
not  open  the  door,  we  have  axes  and  will  fo'  j  it  in.'^ 
>-  \\  If  there  is  no  such  man  here  ?V 

"  You  lie,  old  man,"  cried  a  shrill  voice.  **•  |  saw  hijQ  al 
the  window." 

^  Suppose  there  are  none  but  women  in  the  house  I    l|fr 
neighlxur,  MademolaeUe  D'Azii^jt,  la  iiere,  ax|d  ^7  servantti^^ 
replied  Anselmo. 
j<  Jit  makes  no  diffoseftce,"  siplkd  the  irafc  q^kn,  «ko  wa4 
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Dujardin.  **  We  will  make  the  search.  My  sergeant,  Lang- 
lier,  swears  he  saw  this  fellow  at  the  window.'* 

While  they  were  parleying,  Auselmo  had  pulled  a  bell  and 
Annette  came  hurrj'ing  in.  **  Take  Monsieur  Willon  to  the 
place  you  know  of,"  he  said.  "  Leave  him  there  and  return 
to  your  room.     When  all  is  safe,  ring  the  bell."  ^^^  *•  »*  --* 

All  this  was  done  in  a  moment,  but  Captain  Dujardin  was 
getting  in  ,>atient  nevertheless.  "  Open  the  door,  I  charge 
you.  Once  l)efore  this  night  I  dared  not  break  in  because  I 
had  no  warrant.     I  have  one  now.     Axes!**  * . 

- '"At  this  time  a  bell  rung  in  another  part  of   the  house. 
Anselnio  gave  a  gesture  of  pleasure.     '*  If  you  have  a  war- 
rant, monsieur,  far  be  it  from  me,  a  loyal  subject  of  France, 
to  refuse  to  open  my  doors  at  any  hour.     Enter.'* 
^|    He  threw  open  the  door  with  his  own  hands,  and  a  dozen 
jpfiosketeers  of  the  guard  poured  into  the  little  hall.     At  the 
l^ht  of  Anselmo,  standing  before  them  in  his  white  robe,  ^^ 
they  felt  a  sudden  thrill  of  awe,  and  would  have  fallen  back, 
i|uid  not  their  leader  spoken,    h**^.  *i      ^^»^,w    t»t^«    ^-**^» 
i!    **  What  is  your  name?'*  ^  i<ja  M>  ^tni  ki^i«  //idi  m^j*^u'ff 

"Anselmo  Girard.**  s  -  •      ;  ^..^ ,  .^uif 

I  '•'  •*  Your  occupation  ?"  r  Mm  ''^  "m^^  %m  ^^^*M  #M W  '^ 
li!iT  A  student.*^  ',;   .     .,inq  «Mi^'^-.^':>tlat^|  mk-  lisyistp^iiJiiw 

"Are  you  loyal  to  France f*     \L%MsmmmiU"%iyi;:ekhjs^'m-^i 
'm   **  My  heart  has  been  proved  in  that  long  aga     Haa.  yours, 
Mariot  Dujardin  ?'*  #4f  ^^imma 

_^.  **  You  know  roe,  then  f  .^.  «  ^r  ^f**^^  ^^  >, 

^  "  There  are  few  things  I  can  not  tell  you  in  your  past  life, 
if  you  would  have  me  do  it,  Mariot.  I  would  take  you 
back  to  the  sheltering  groves  of  Normandy.  I  would  speak 
to  you  in  the  voice  of  a  woman,  long  since  in  the  silent  grave, 
whom  men  called  Terese  D'Arcy.**  .  ^4;. . 

"Offr*  cried  Dujardin,  clutching  at  his  throat  as  if  in  a  fit. 
**  Are  you  man  or  demon  ?  What  do  you  know  of  those 
forgotten  days  ?"  t 

•*  I  know  enough  and  more  than  enough,  Mariot.     I  could 

speak  of  a  duel  by  the  mess-table,  of  the  murder  on  the  road, 

near  the  great  grove  on  tbe  D'Arcy  estate.     I  can  say  more, 

If  you  like.** 

t#  ''fiiknee,  Biidman.     The  air  if  Ml  of  aoreeij  lo^&lcht 


L  ■'   ill.HifU'«DMil4P»H!,JWirTe»'?JHPM«"i     iii«iJHJpi.,!IJi»ifJl^«^yp« 


lex  Mjjom  ASD  asM  tack,  4i 

Twice  already  I  have  been  reminded  of  tliose  who  are  in 
their  graves,  and  of  events  \v'hicli  before  now  have  been 
covered  by  the  dust  of  years.     Who  are  youfV  j^^.,.*,^ 

•♦Seek  not  to  liuow;"  .    •    r     '     ; 

•*  But  I  will  know,  old  dotard,"  cried  Dujardin,  grasping 
him  suddenly  by  the  throat.  **  I  will  understand  how  it  it 
you  know  of  events  which  by  right  are  secret  from  you." 

Anselmo  shook  him  off  with  a  quick  movement,  as  if  |ie 
had  been  a  child,  and  darting  to  n  bracket  in  the  hall,  took 
down  a  sword  which  hung  there,  and  threw  himself  upon  his 
guard,  with  the  ease  and  skill  of  a  practiced  swordsman. 
**  Come  on,"  he  cried.  "  You  have  laid  your  hand  upon  my 
throat.  I  will  teach  you  that  I  have  not  forgotten  how  to 
meet  an  insult,  old  as  I  am."  >i^  «*^ck'W  ^i 

But  Dujardin's  mood  had  changed.  He  stood  in  an  attitude 
of  deep  abstraction,  gnawing  his  lips  and  tapping  his  sword- 
hilt  nervously.  "  Come  on,"  repeated  the  old  man,  '*  unlestf 
you  are  a  coward."  *" 

**  Peace,  old  man,"  said  the  captain.     **  If  I  chose  to  c.otice 
your  talk  it  would  not  be  well  for  you." 
...,*M  fear  you  not,"  replied  Anselmo. 

**  Doubtless.  Men,  to  your  duty.  Search  crery  nook  andr 
cranny  in  this  old  rookery.  Have  you  placed  guards  outside, 
sergeant?"  ,  li    ^^«s^Ht^' ^  -  ;  «g^'i  '^ 

.    **  Yes,  sir,"  said  Langlier,  saluting.  I 

..  "  Veiy  good.  Then  forward  at  oace.  Leave  no  place  un* 
searched.  If  he  has  escaped,  I  would  give  my  commisttoiit 
to  bring  him  back.     You  are  sure  >  ou  saw  him  ?"  / 

"  Certain,  Monsieur  le  Capitaine."  w^k^^^^mm  (^^^ 

**  How  did  you  know  him  ?"  .vi  rps^  f ^**;>S 

'  "I  fought  him  once.  But,  I  could  do  nothing  with  him. 
He  bears  a  g^illant  sword,  and  I  could  almost  forgive  his  coat 
quest  of  me,  for  having  crossed  swords  with  such  a  man."      ^ 

**  I   met  him   too,  and  I  bear   him    no   good  will,"  said 
Digardin.     "  Do  your  duty ;   and  hark  you,  Langlier.     He 
may  resist.     If  he  does,  remember  that  I  shall  be  quite  ail 
well  pleased  to  receive  his  d^ad  as  his  livivg  body."  jr 

"  I  understand,"  said  Langlier.  *'  It  shall  go  hard  if  yoi^ 
do  not  receive  him  dead.     Ten  Louis?"        i«.*« >wi«  pit 

i  •*  You  shall  have  them.*ka  js  ,^si  t^^iilT     jmi^mk/^m^ 
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The  me^  by  this  time  bad  gone  forward  and  were  searcliiog 
Ike  lioase  in  every  directiun.  Anaelmo,  still  holding  his 
Bword,  had  foIIdWed  them.  Langlicr  lefl  the  mnjor  stnnding 
in  the  hall  and  followed  the  men.  Diijardin,  without  looking 
ftt  Anselmo,  turned  info  the  little  parlor.  As  he  saw  Marie 
•landing  there  he  came  forward,  with  extended  handa.      „.  . 

"  My  dear 'girl,  I  am  gltid  to  raieet  you,*'  he  said.  .^^,^.,  j.  - 
j  *•*  I  hope  the  time  may  never  come  wheh  1  can  "say  the 
fiam(i  of  yon,  Mariot  Dujurdin."  i>«.^ivH*i  ^^^  m-Hi  i^r  ; 

I  **€tiil  cruel  f  I  hud  hoped  that  you  Would  diange.*'  t  >:' 
',i  "  When  y^jq  change  your  nature,"  she  «vid.  "  You  come 
hefB  tti  pursuit  of  one  I  love  best  of  any  one  on  earth,  and 
you  expect  me  to  look  upon  you  kindly."  ^*r  in  a  i  .M'^i'i- 
*  •*  Then  he  is  here  ?"  he  cried,  ehgerly.  "  Else,  how  did  yon 
Imotir  of  whom  I  am  in  pursuit?"        ?..  .f-i  »*^*^^-}«/i  *^fx 

**  You  spoke  loudly  enough  to  be  heard  In  the  next  street 
It  Si  mo  wonder  that  I  know  the  oliject  of  your  coming,  sio^s 
I  have  been  standing  here  all  the  time."  :.    "^ 

j|r!M1iefi  you  haVe  beard  tiH  that  Jgiray-headed  fool  said  tb'rife,*' 
fie  8t  am  mered .  ..  *^ 

**  No  fool,  it  seems  to  nfe.    HSb  feavc  yo%%  ^ood  hisCoiy  of 

jfnn    'past    llie.  **  •■'?,*■**«;»     -»i.-,s^«     *..'■?    I  »^.'^J^>  .t-TS^'j*  :■  .a* « *r.>"*.,i 

"  Yes  :  your  Normandy  experiences.  It  seems  T6  me  that 
I  remember  something  of  this.  It  was  when  we  were  in  Paris. 
"hfy  bfr/tlicr  w^as  th^re,  yon  remeinlKT.  When  I  think  of  him, 
k  seems  to  me  it  would  be  no  crime  to  drive  a  dagp^er  tnto  ^ 
your  heart.  If  1  remember  rightly,  St  Julian  was  very  hard 
upon  you  for  your  work  in  Normandy." 

**  Be  silent ;  I  will  hear  no  more."  t^ 

*  I  iiever  thougiit  you  so  old.  That  was  fen  years  ago. 
l\en  years  1  Quite  an  age,  it  seems  to  nie;  IQi^i  uaai  bi 
very  old."  -  -  ^-^  -rt^^'^./-'r 'rr^.  .^ 

f  *» 66mc  onfe  has  belied  me.     Hark  1" 

There  w«s^reat  confusion  in  the  upper  rooms.  Bnjnrdft 
fiimg  c^n  Ihe  door  and  hastened  up  the  stairs.  The  noise 
came  from  a  room  to  ^e  4efl,  the  door  of  which  was  open. 
Wt  d»rled  in.  A  Hi^  df  soldiers  had  formed  abont  the  tvalls 
of  the  ro<Jm,  and  there^  iSghlin^  'de^erately,  stood  Latoflieir 
and  Anaelma     The  old  man,  in  his  wbif«  robe,  With  on^  fbot 
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slightly  advanced,  met  bia  asftailant^s  fierce  rushea  with  a  calm 
smile  of  demiou^  and  parried  bia  best  thrusta  witb  an  ease  and 
grace  wbicb  astouislied  Langlicr^  wlmwaa.  lumself  a^  adept 
m  the  use  of  the  weapon.  *^*fi»«-it^ 

Just  as  Dujardin  entered,  tbe  old  man  made  a  disengage- 
ment, and  ran  bis  adveraary.  ibrougb  the  shoulder.  He  drop- 
ped his  sword  with  a  groan.  Two  or  three  of  the  othen 
atarted  forward  with  drawn  bladea,  wlien  tbe  voice  of  the 
major  recalled  them.  ^ 

"  What  is  this  ?  Answer  me,  Demhappelles^,  answer  mi( 
Langlier.  I  sent  you  to  search  for  an  Bngllah  spy^  and'  I  fijid 
you  engaged  in  a  personal  combat  with  an  old  man,  who,  I 
thank  heaven^  has  worsted  you."  i 

**  He  may  be  old,"  growled  Langlier.     "  Ba-that'  aa  it  m*yi| 
}K0U  could  not  stand  before  his  blade.*^iu.> 
'    "  Nonsensft;  that  ia  not  an  answer  to  ray  queatlon.     "Vfhf 
^.0  I  find  you  squal)bling  here  V*  i 

**I  said  something,  to  an  old  woman  who  waa  ia*  the  room, 
ap4  he. resented  it."  i 

"  He  insulted  a  faithful  servant,"  said  Anselmo, "  and  if 'yon 
had  not.  CQO^  I  would  have  carved<  him  like  a  capon.  I^  hate 
such  rascals  as  he  is^  who  pimp,  for  some  greater  Jsnave.  Ht 
is  the  man  to  do  murder  for  hire.  You  have  chosen  a^.  ftait 
instrument.  Captain  Dqjardiii."  -^  ^"mtt^^  '»l 
I    »*  Jkf«l^,  you  meiftn."  vf^*^  *i...  .^4^ 

a  *^  M^jorJ  A  thousand  pardons 4  Jadaa^  got  tkhrty  pitoti' 
of  silver,  id  when  he  bad  them,  he  was  sorrjT'  for  it  l^oa 
get  the  price,  and  are  pleased.  Complimentary^to  Jndas^  the 
reverse  to  yon" 

:**^  Disperse  I"  cried  the.  officer^  "^To  the*  dntyl  aaaigaed 
yi)H,  Desdiappelles  1  Pry,  into  every  place.  I  am~  satisfied 
thM^Q  ^gUsbman  is  in  tbeiiouse."  ii^i^  Siil)  ^i*  w^^i 

The  work  recommenced.  They  went  from  cellar  to<^gair^ 
hftaii  unayailingsearch*.         r  ^*«  *f  :         '  ^' 

Wherever  they  went,  Anselmo  followed  them,  wUh-  \h« 
bloody  iWQJidi  yit^  ia  Jiif.  hand,!  eag^t^tak^  u|>>  aay  insult 
offered,  afi^yili  i^^u  t&aligpmd;^  Ihft*.  bsUtcota^atMUide 
9Ci4l^.flld;W9ii»jr»(ber.a|;la^  thft^great^^portion^  oC  the 

•aw  It  '—i^.-tmi  ^^  _   ..-^  ^  ,sU^ 

.  ■     v'^^f  ■  ■>■  ■■■'    '■  v-"^!*         -^  *  ss;        '4^V 
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i."  Where  have  you  tecreted  this  BpyT  demanded  Dujnirdln, 
if  they  came  again  to  the  first  floor.     '*  I  desire  to  know.** 

**  If  yonder  villiiin  has  lied  to  you,  how  am  I  to  blame  Y" 
•aid  Ansel  mo.  -v,  ^  ^• 

.^"He  has  notlied.V-  H  t»^'5  '  ^>u-^  ^''y  :  »^  «ft  iIjI 
^  •*  Then  find  the  man  you  want.  As  fbr  me,  1  know  ftolh- 
iog  about  him.  If  I  kn  w  I  would  not  tell  you.^^^-  *'■»  ^  i 
t(i*'  I  believe  that  is  false.*  Langlier  is  not  a  man  to  be  mis^ 
taken.  He  says  that  the  man  who  closed  the  blind  was  not 
Uiree  feet  away,  and  he  had  a  full  view  of  his  face.  Upon 
my  honor  I  think  you  are  deceiving  me."  i     ^  -^ 

t  '*  Think  as  you  choot;e.  I  have  said  all  I  purpose  to  say. 
If  you  believe  me,  well.  If  not,  it  is  not  my  fault,  I  am  sure. 
J^^will  go  into  the  parlor  to  attend  to  my  guest."    *****  ^^W** 

Dujardin  followed  him  in.  As  he  did  so,  his  eye  fell  upon 
the  little  table  whereon  the  wine  was  still  standing.  He 
snatched  the  bottle  quickly  and  looked  at  the  brand. 

**  Mademoiselle  must  be  a  hard  drinker  if  slie  helped  you 
to  punish  this  bottle,"  he  said.  **  Who  was  your  companion 
over  your  wine  ?"  ..,*-    .i.       ^ 

x^  **  A  neighbor,  who  has  been  gone  an  hour.  ^  Ifbc' iiHne  has 
9^1  been  removed.     I  will  call  the  servant  and  have  it  taken 

away.  ««   "»W!  .      W   ii.ti»*«i   .,a*ii   h. 

"  Excuse  me  if  I  taste  your  vintage  first,**  said  Dt^jardln, 
seating  himself  at  the  table  and  pouring  out  a  glass  of  the 
wine.  "  Let  me  fill  for  you,  ma  belle  cousine.  Will  you  give 
me  a  sentiment  ?** 

"  If  you  like.** 

He  handed  the  glass  to  her  with  a  bow  and  a  smile.  Shi 
took  it,  and  raising  it  high  above  her  head,  gave  the  toast ; 

"Captain  Dujardin;  (for,  as  I  told  you,  I  will  never  give 
you  the  title  earned  by  your  treachery)— -may  he  soon  get  hk 
deserts." 

"  I  need  act  ask  you  what  my  deserts  may  be/*  he  said, 
•millng. 

:   "  I  wm  t«n  yon,  i^tis.     A  halter,  sir :  a  ^%\\mr 
i    Bt^Jardin  daahed  his  glaae  upon  the  floor,  and  ttm,  # 

It  it  well  for  yoQ  th^  it  is  bright  dayl^kt,  aiad«QOieeIli| 
^I  weiyd  tiki  y<m  mlum  yoa  wc^M  Wft^  iie  dt^Wghl 
aigmin,  oxoei^  at  my  commud.'*  .^  w^^ 
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"  I  do  not  fear  you,  by  day  or  by  night,'*  she  answered, 

firmly. 

"  As  for  you,  ray  worthy  sir,  you,  who  know  so  much  of 
my  affaire,  I  will  yet  find  a  day  to  look  into  yours.  For  the 
present  I  leave  you  ;  but,  be  it  underetood,  I  do  not  leave  yon 
without  a  guard.  Three  of  my  men  will  remain  in  the  house, 
and  if  your  worthy  friend  the  spy  returns,  he  does  so  at  his 

**  I  will  not  have  your  fellows  in  my  house.**       UA'  m^  vU 

**  I  do  not  see  how  you  will  help  yourself.  As  for  my  men, 
treat  them  well  and  you  will  be  treated  in  like  manner."       '^ 

**  You  arc  considerate.  I  will  see  the  Governor  to-day,  and 
understand  if  I  am  to  be  overrun  by  his  soldiery,  because  some 
fool  chooses  to  think  he  saw  a  man  in  my  window.'* 

*'  You  are  at  liberty  to  go  to  the  Governor  if  you  Uke^ 
The  guard  you  shall  have."      ^   "^  "  ■  ^     -   -   ^  -^ 

"  They  will  not  stay  here  long.  You  shall  see  whether  I 
have  friends.** 

"  I  care  not  I  bid  you  good-day,  mademoiselle.  The 
time  is  not  far  distant  when  I  shall  humble  your  pride  as  lom 
in  the  dust  as  you  would  have  mine.  See  to  it  I  The  hour 
will  come  speedily."  ,.  ..  *v  ,  - 

He  went  away,  leaving  the  man  called  Beschappelles  and 
two  others  in  the  house.  Ansclmo  gave  them  a  room,  but 
they  paraded  the  house  where  they  chose,  at  unseasonable 
hours.  Anselmo  was  ill  at  ease.  Whatever  he  had  done 
with  Wilton,  he  was  in  the  house,  and  there  was  no  way  to 
get  him  out  till  the  soldiers  were  removed.  ^ 

**  What  shall  we  do  ?"  said  Marie.     **  Where  is  he  ?"  ^ 

"  Safe  enough  for  the  present,"  said  Anselmo ;  "  but  so  safe 
that  there  he  must  remain  until  these  soldiers  are  gone  ;  and 
he  is  so  headstrong  that  I  fear  he  will  V^  to  break  out  if  kept 
there  long."  "  ^  .  J^ 

**  Have  you  a  key  to  the  place  where  he  is  f*  she  asked-^i^*^ 
A^  It  needs  no  key."   -^ ;  ^^-     „      .„:  ,  v„  ,^..^-     .,.  si 

•*  Show  me  the  place.  1  will  engage  that  he  Wfll  siiy  there 
if  1  hold  the  clue." 

^**i¥ou  would  starve  him  sooner  than  let  Tiim  out  Yoa^ 
can  not  know  the  place.  I  will  attend  to  him  and.  do  mj 
[jest"    -^-^^*-^-Trj3— -^r.^-.^^^         -  ^^="-£;:"^  .  .^  ■      ;'-...^-:    vs•/■-:^  -r^l^'.' 
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,.^**  Am  I  n<rt  to  see  h!m  again  f!    j,    ,iJo;  uri  v; 

"  I  can  not  tell.  If  there  is  dancer  in'ft,  yoo  will  see  blitt 
th  more  until  the  affair  is  over.  A  woman  ?  Bah  I  A  wo- 
man complicates  every  thing.  I  think  you  would  do  us  well 
to  return  to  your  house  and  stay  there.  Let  us  work  this 
matter  out  in  our  own  way."  ##{  io  an/fi  .fiUiffi  r  i*  .an 
^i,6be  looked  at  him  in  surprlee.  There  was  a  change  in 
him  from  what  he  had  been  when  Wilton  first  saw  him. 
Be  was  t}<>ld  and  defiant  in*  hia  attitude,  and  he  made  no  uso 
of  his  imposing  costume.  She  began  to  doubt  him,  and  to 
wonder  who  he  was.  The  knowledge  he  had  of  the  past 
I'i^tory  of  Dujardin  puzzled  her.  It  reminded  her  of  a  fam- 
ily story,  whicli  had  been  allowed  to  die  away,  in  which  Du- 
jardin hati  been  implicated  in  some  way  not  complimentary 

**  I  can  no  go  untfl  1  know  he  V wire,*  Me  aA&  ?n^r  »    */ 
]   "  I  wili  let  you  know^     .^^i^^iwi^  ^^ii^  *v  »  i  »/^  t'-'^'  * 

•*  Let  me  stay  here.**,   [^/^      \^^-_'''  :_"!/, /\I  ,  l^i^W-ill  ?''r 
•    "  Impossible.     They  Will  suspect     Th^  hotmds  mfy  be 
ipying  about  us  now,"  he  said,    t^^tiw  immii  Vi\  tncr  m  'y<\  • 

**  Theft  I  must  see  him  before  I  go."  *.♦?/      v  ^^i  j-  ■■.,  eiii  a: 

"  You  had  better  not."  ,  :^  ^^  „   .^^,  ';.  J^o  ^;^.  "^H^^      '" 

Anselmo  closed  the  parlor  door  and  drew  the  bolt.  This 
done,  he  approached  the  fireplace,  and  touching  a  concealed 
'•pring  in  the  wall,  slid  back  a  small  panel  and  showed  a  dark 
opening.  Putting  in  his  head,  he  called  in  a  low  tone,  and 
withdrew.  In  a  moment  the  face  of  Wilton  appeared  in  the  #*? 
opening;  ^    ^,, 

^  »/*  Hist,"  said  Anselma     "  Be  cautiouti  now.     Go  doiBf' to 
liBi  and  whisper,  mademoiselle." 

.  H«  withdrew  to  a  small  room  which  opened  Into  the  par- 
lor. The  moment  he  w^as  gone,  hands  and  lips  met,  and  they 
forgot  every  thing  except  that  they  Were  lovers.  A  half  hour 
passed  and  Anselmo  returned.  He  pushed  Wilton  back  and 
dosed  the  panel,  ordering  him  to  perfect  silence,  i  i  **>^  * 
"  **  As  for  you.  mademoiselle,  your  mission  is  ended  here. 
Go  back  to  yotff  house,  and  let  eventa  shape  themselves  ai 

^^^9       ^B^Jt*:^      ~,  _r,..         -  ^      ^       .    .         .^       .^    --  ,,^  •      ■■*•-"■'-■»  ^.Tis-  ■-  %i 
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CHAPTER  if.  "^-^i-"'^ -=♦''• 

A  DANGEROUS  OAME.  >^  f '¥;t%♦k4^^f*S*'- 
THB  soUlltT  who  Jmd  been  left  in  charge  by  Major  Dojar- 
din  was  a  keen  unJ  active  villain,  a  fit  instrument  of  liis 
leader,  wlio  was  Iiimself  suited  to  command  such  men.  Des- 
chuppelles  believed  that  Wilton  was  concealed  somewhere  on 
the  premises,  and  that  his  promotion  was  certain  if  he  could 
succeed  in  captuiing  him. 

^Few  of  the  English  scout's  had  dared  to  penetrate  to  the 
center  of  the  city,  but  this  young  man,  with  an  audacUy  truly 
wonderful,  had  succeeded  in  making  himself  acquainted  with 
the  secret  places  of  the  town,  and  in  securing  for  himself  an 
active  and  efficient  aid,  in  the  person  of  Andrew  Despardi 

C  Kotwithstanding  he  had  been  for  years  working  against  the 
interests  of  France  in  Montreal,  the  finger  of  suspicion  never 
had  been  pointed  at  Despard.  There  were  many  in  the  city 
who  knew  that  he  was  about  at  unseemly  hours,  and  in  places 
where  lie  had  no  right  to  be,  but  these  were  persons  over  whom 
he  had  acquired  some  power,  which  tied  their  tongiies  com- 
pletely. 

Boon  after  Marie  lefl  the  house,  the  old  mail  aW  lefl  it,  and 
ordered  his  servant  to  get  his  horse.  It  was  now  nearly  noon, 
and  the  streets  were  full.  Deschappelles  made  no  objection 
to  his  departure ;  indeed,  his  absence  was  necessary  to  a  little 
plan  the  soldier  had  marked  out  for  himself.  Anselmo  rode 
at  a  ronnJ  pace  tlirougli  the  streets,  and  entered  the  quarter 
where  Despard  lived.  In  a  short  time  he  drew  rein  at  the 
house.  A  sharp-looking  boy  came  out  of  a  small  tenement 
across  the  street  and  led  the  horse  away.  The  old  man,  afteiji 
looking  cautiously  about  him,  rapped  at  the  door.  It  was 
opened  at  once,  and  he  entered.  Shortly  after,  Andrew  Des- 
pard came  out,  and  walked  quickly  away.  He  did  not  pause 
until  he  reached  the  barracks,  whicn  were  situated  not  far  from 
the  bouse  of  Anselmo.  He  inquired  for  Major  Dujardin,  and 
his  inqtiiiy  was  answered  by  the  appearance  of  a  smari-Iook- 
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itig  THlet,  fvbo  Beca>eil  a  Utile  dUcompoMd  upon  seeing  who 

ibc  Tisitor  was.  , 

**  Ah,  Monsieur  Despard  f  be  said.    "^ 

••  The  *Amc,  Claude.  I  hope  I  see  yon  In  good  health.  I 
asked  for  your  master, however,",    j^  i^  j 

•*  You  can  not  see  liim  Just  now  f  *be  &  engaged.'* 

♦*  No  matter  ;  I  wish  to  see  him/*     *  -• .. 
.^•*  It  is  Impossible,"  persisted  the  servant    4,?  '^^ui,C  r/iT 
.  **  Nothing  Is  Impossible,  my  (}car  sir.     I  heg  you  will  not 
make  that  v;eak-knc€d  statement  again.     Par  example  :  yoo 
would  not  thiuk  I  knew  any  thing  of  ]y<mr  private  history.*'    r^ 

**  Nothing  but  good,  I  slK)uld  hope,  monsieur/*  said  the  valet, 
with  a  sanctimonious  nir.        '  '  '"*  '^" 

**  That  la  as  it  may  appear.  Different  men  look  at  such  af- 
fairs in  different  lights.     There  Is  nobody  about  who  can  hear 

,  ••  Why  do  you  ask  ?•*  .;. 

^  Because  I  am  about  to  make  n  statement  which  it  wonld 
be  better,  i)erhaps,  to  keep  from  other  ears  than  yours.  My 
advice  is, liave  no  listeners;  but  that  Is  as  you  please.'*  ,^y  .,;, 
«**  There  is  no  one  near.  What  do  yott  meaaTnj  ^^^^]  jjj.X' 
i^**  On  the  night  of  the  4th  of  January  you  took  a  walk  quite 
late.  On  the  corner  of  Ndtre  Dame  street,  above  the  Fleur  dc 
Lis,  you  met  a  gentleman  of  the  Hebrew  persuasion,  and  went 
with  him.  You  had  a  bundle  under  your  arm.  The  Hebrew 
gentleman  took  you  to  a  low  shop.  You  unrolled  the  bundle 
and  took  from  it  the  following  articles.** 

He  drew  a  paper  from  bis  pocket  and  read.  ,,^ 

**  One  field  glass,  worth  about  two  Louis — ^  ^0* 

.. "  Jfon  Ditu  r  cried  Claude. 

■WW 

*  ^  Two  swords,  one  with  a  silver  hUt,  worth  four  Louis,**  h^ 
went  on. 

''  Th%»  man  i$  Ihe  dccU  r  ! 

"A  brace  of  dueling  pistols,  elegantly  mounted,  with  the 
name  of  the  owner  on  the  hilt,  worth  at  least  four  Louis 
d'or.** 

j^"  ^  M  9oreery  and  noMngeUe,^^  moaned  Claude,  in  despair.  i%r| . 

P*  A  handsome  dagger,  a  Malay  creese,  a  pair  of  blankets,  a 
piece  of  handsome  silk  for  a  cloak  pattern,  and  a  quantity  of    ' 
nusoaHaneous  property,  worth  in  the  agg^gate  twenty  Loiila.^ 


-  ^feas^-  -  M^^M/imtktmtaakmMUm 
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All  thb  property  you  sold  to  yoar  Hebrew  frknd  for  six  Louia. 
The  8Wor(J»  and  field  glass  brought  two  more.*' 

**  Ah,  holy  saints  1  I  am  undone  foreyer !  I  am  ruined,  ttock 
and  block.     Yon  have  come  to  impart  this  to  my  master  t" 

"  That  depends  upon  yourself,"  said  Despard.  **  If  you  are 
of  service  to  me,  and  do  not  grumble  at  tlie  tasks  I  may  give 
you,  I  shall  take  pleasure  in  keeping  this  to  myseU?' 

"  Name  your  conditions."      w  ».i*  ^.:ft''  ' 

♦*  You  shall  give  me,  from  time  to  time,  a  statement  of  yout 
master's  doings.  I  shall  expect  you  to  make  notes  of  his  In- 
comings and  outgoings — ^to  dog  him  upon  occasions  when  he 
seems  bent  upon  business  of  peculiar  interest,  and  bring  me 
word  ;  to  listen  to  his  conversation  when  he  is  closeted  with 
any  one,  no  matter  whom.  I  am  not  particular  as  to  the  matter 
on  which  tliey  converse — any  thing  and  every  thing.  Do  you 
agree  to  this  ?"  ,  .  ' 

**  I  have  no  option  in  the  matter*'  ■  ^  ^  t.-i-*  i 

**Do  it  cheerfully  or  not  at  a!L**  • 

♦*  Cheerfully  ?  Oh,  I  shall  do  It  cheerfaHy  cnotigk  I  Lave 
been  accustomed  to  it,  in  fact  We  servants  expect  to  keep 
our  masters  under  supervision,  more  or  less.  There  is  one 
thing  monsieur  has  forgotten  to  mention.  That  point  settled, 
it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  serve  monsieur."  ♦ 

m-  "  And  that  ?"  ^ 

"The  question  of  remuneration.*^  *^ 

**  Business-like  and  to  the  point  I  like  that  I  have  no 
doubt  we  shall  get  on  famously  together.  You  shall  be  well 
paid  if  you  leave  it  to  me.  Ajiother  man  might  not  pay  yon 
at  all,  having  the  power  over  you  which  I  possets,  but  I  like 
every  thing  to  work  harmoniously^'  said  Despard.  ^ 

'*  Thanks ;  monsieur  will  find  me  ready  and  wiHio^***  said 
Claude,  eagerly. 

"  I  shall  expect  it     Do  nq|  take  the  tronble  to  recognize  xixcr 
"irhen  we  meet  at  any  time,  unless  I  require  it     You  tee  the 
necessity  <^  that,  I  believe." 
^r.M  1%  gjiau  be  as  mrm^nr  wishes.^  . :   .     _    :  'i 

''Then,  for  the  first  proof  of  your  obedieooe,  I  Wiih  to  att 
your  master.*' 
.  .  ^  I  wQl  take  in  your  fitme.'' 

^Iffiitft  moraent^'  '     r 
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^  Detpard  tpo](  a  card  from  liU  pocket  and  wrote  tjiese  wonto 

tip^)n  Its  ^  %j#f.  fn^'iV4i4  f»ti>i7;  iJ  y»i  i.  t':  •:»  ;'»#■'     v-i  i 

^  •♦  Doctor  De«p|ir(l  wishes  to  tee  and  converse  with  Mftjor 
DnJarUiu.     It  will   be   for  th«  interest  of  the  major  to  m;e 

him.*'      jt   '     JnuLP^tlikiitn^l^Uii-t    i^m  t^jHsM  ^u  '*t  \\    ' 

CUudt)  disappeared  with  the  card.     lie  was  back  directly, 
aud  invited  Despard  ip.     pujurdio  was  seated  near  a  small 
table,  and  had  been  writing.  '•  •    "  ^.  ;.\^.  .-^  r,  ,a^  i|.  ^^t-'  ♦• 
-  ••Good-day  to  you,  Monsieur  Despard.     Xou  arc  welcome. 
Qe  sealed,     Claude,  we  do  not  need  you."  —  ^  .«:.-^h- -: 

Claude  withdrew,  and  Dujardin  turned  his  eyes  on  the  fuce 
ff  the  yisitor,  who  met  him  by  a  keen,  bold  glance.  £tich 
seemed  to  read  the  other's  purpose  in  his  eyes.  But  the  lapH« 
of  years  had  so  changed  pespurd  from  the  l)eardie8i»  stripling 
who  had  tought  with  Di^ardin  for  the  woman  both  love<1,  thui 
the  villain  failed  to  recognize  him.  «,.,;  ^,     ,.  ^: 

**  You  escaped  me  last  night,""  said  Di\jardin.  '♦Itwat  • 
lucky  thing  for  you.     As  I  hope  to  Imj  saved— ^%)  j^  <  <V^  » 

^ /\*J>P  yott  f^kf  l»oP«  tbal  ?"  said  Dcspard.  hirif.  i  " 

t'  **^B^  careful^  sir.  I^did  not  think  you  would  have  Imd,  th«r 
hardihood  tq  seek  me  out  after  what  passed  lust  night.".; 
J  ^It  seems  to  me  tlmt  the  game  is  in  my  hands,  sir.  But, 
I  do  not  come  to  quarrel  with  you.  A  iViend  of  mine  haa 
been  to  me  with  a  complaint  that  a  guard  has  be^n  pla<^d  in 
his  house,  without  reason,  by  your  orders." 

**  Yon  mean  the  old  student^  called  Aiu^lmoKV,M^^I>tt-t^ 
Jflfdin-  .      » iifr  IU»otl 

^v^iPw^  gt^l^.  I.placed  a  gfiard  there,  and  tl^r«  it >b4l 
remain  i^til  i  am  efitis^^id  thai  the  ^glisii  dpy  is  Qot  can?) 
cealed  in  the  liouse."  L   - 

•*  Y'ou  are  wrong,  monsieur.  It  will  not  be  well  fiir  yiHi  Ift 
the  guard. remains."  ,m  ^-^^^ 

.,  4^  Dp  you  threaten  msf*  '  .^ 

•*  If  you  do  noi  remove  the  guard,  I  will  go  U^  the  %>yernor;^ 

and   lay  bare   before  him  jr^^r^  i^tep(y?ktf4  .  QtaMrago.  of ,  ksl* 

«W^"i^:wT.9oa    '  r         0/ lo  1^  ',  T  * 

•*  You  would  not  dare  do  Uiat.**  -     y. 

•*  I  see  you  do  not  know  me.     "Vhat.  ly^vf  lt}s^h9Cf%  ^  My"  - 

tittlmo&y,  backtd  by  that  of  mademoiaell(^"^fffj<^}fJgJ|Jg'U^ 


v,*gr.;-}35»^^  ;.-■-?"■'''  :?*^vfe-j:*' 
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tbiu)  yonr  uniupportcd  avdwal.  Betides,  L  have  th€  nord  of. 
the  guard,  at  whose  upp^mrance  you  gave  up  tlie  piir»uit.  I 
ihould  aim)  put  upon  oath  3rr)ur  crentures,  LangUer  and  Des- 
chnp|K'l)<'8,  and  it  wouUl  go  linrd  but  the  Judge  Advocate 
couhl  wring  some  truth  out  of  their  liea"i  r  - 
-,  •*  Who  are  you r/,;  n  r^-rt  Ij^m;'.*?  i  *  ''^'n.T^^t  "  ' 
,f  •*  Audrew  Despnrd,  a  loyal  subject  of  France.  Who  ara 
you  ?  I  will  tell  you,  for  I  know  you  well.  You  ar«  n 
man  stained  by  u  dozen  criines,  nnd  guilty  of  at  least  two 
murders.'*  » »»•?  fi'«f  t»^fT'  rJ^p  T^"^^!  '•!%«!#  Wititirnr/r'/^ff** 

•*  Not  so  loud  ;  for  heaven's  sake  be  more  guarded,'*  whis- 
pered Dujardin*  f?  -^    "ff      ^.m^.,   .-  .,r  \,r.  ^»mn,*r  h  ..»  w^  f  . 

"'•*  Why  should  I  be?  Two  murders?  Three  at  least,  and 
perhaps  four,  For  where  is  Tertse  D*iVrcy  and  ]ier  lover  ?» 
You  killed  your  \*oot  tool,  snd  then  laid  his  blood  upon  guil^ 
less  shoulders     I  know  you  but  too  well !"  " 

**  It  seems  that  the  very  stars  of  Montreal  are  rising  up 
against  me.  This  is  the  third  man  since  Ust  night  who  has 
laid  the  guilt  of  murder  on  ray  head,  and  all  of  them  have  re- 
ferred to  a  past  which  I  deemed  buried  in  oblivion.  This 
must  not  go  on.  You,  at  least,  shall  speak  and  tell  me  whenc<» 
:ms  knowledge  came." 

a«»**'.You  will  know  in  good   time.     I  warn  you,  man,  retrit  i 
botion  for  past  crimes  may  be  long  in  coming,  but  sooner  oc 
later  It  must  find  its  place.    Woe  to  you  when  all  your  criniea 
are  atone^i  for  V 
d}^\Jife  you  man  or  devil  ?     What  do  you  ask  of  mef^* 

**The  guard  must  be  withdrawn  from  Aaiselmo*ji  Uoufle.*'i.ni 

«*  Is  that  all  r  ^ 

a;  *^ Jk»r  the  present,  yes,"  repUec*  Despard*  ^*'* 

*'Yoa  shall  have  what  you  ask;  but  do  not.  think  'L 
yield  through  fear  of  any  thing  you  can  do  t^  me.  If  I  be- 
lieved that  Wilton  was  still  hidden  in  the  house,  you  might 
Gilt  me  tiRo  pieces  btefore  Iwould  givQ  an  order  withdrawing 
tfcegawd." 

;n^  IljniOifP  no  dlffioari^pf^vfJbsatyipnr  owibrft  te,toJat^«i#6»£b 
^y#.  th©  qnkr.     Tha^  wM  lia  enough  far  mft     Y^u  ttl&iijnuK  ^' 
love  the  girl.     Bah  I  you  are  foolish.     You  never  loved  iiajl 
thing  so  good  and  purf  as  Hliria  D^Airigoj^  Lb  are.  Wog  Since    .. 
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sliall  know  the  blUs  of  womaQ's  lo?e.  But,  such  a  creaturt 
tLB  this  wamiM  my  heart  even  now.**   *  ^-.  .-^  ,.  ^. 

**  Tou  say  I  do  not  love  her ;  the  man  who  says  that  knows 
nothing  of  my  heart." 

"  Did  you  love  Tercse  D'Arcy?**  i*:>  f^n'n^  '■  ff*  «? 

"  Not  exactly.  It  pleased  me  to  Vrtak  th«  wnnanlic 
charm  which  bound  her  to  that  puling  fool  whom  I  hate,  even 
now ;  but  that  he  escaped  his  head  must  have  fallen  ;  I  hop« 
he  is  d^ad.** f'  ***  ^  '''»??  imu  j^vp»'hk7  i  •«  -'^'#- jr.'-'i-ixt^  iij»*-4iA 

"  Do  you  know  where  he  Isf  asked  Despard,  his  eyes  gleam- 
ing strangely^'*  '•  **^*'^*  '^'t '^''*'"''^'f^^*^*»'^  wt  f t^^rt^*'  T'^ri"^ 
^  "  I  never  heard  of  him  again.  Where  he  went,  no  eno 
knows.  Perhaps  he  joined  the  stream  of  adventurers  who 
came  to  this  country.  Certain  it  is,  he  never  again  set  foot 
in  Normandy.  I  think  he  is  under  the  sod  or  the  sea. 
Wherever  he  lies,  the  (lend  go  with  his  soul  and  have  it  in 
care." 

**  Then  Tercse  escaped  you  T  -'f^f  *^*  ^  ^'^     -^'^  '^  n" ' 

•  **  She  was  a  fool."  ..i^m'-fcvi't^^^ritrf  lo  ••:<tr^  *»r?  ^^i-f 

-j  In  an  instant,  with  a  mighty"  lS&tAdvfiw^ft!^%«Bt^^ 
▼illain  and  had  him  by  the  throat.  The  countenance  of  the 
spy  was  distorted  by  passion,  and  his  dark  eyes  flamed  like 
newly-kindled  fires.  Then  his  fate  was  sealed,  if  the  sudden 
fit  of  choler  had  not  left  Despard,  as  quickly  as  it  came.  He 
had  bent  the  major  backward  over  the  chair  on  which  he  had 
been  sitting,  and  the  knife  was  lifted  in  air,  but  be  paused. 
Whatever  it  might  have  been  that  stayed  his  hand,  it  is  enoutgh 
that  he  did  not  strike.  ^  ** 

"  Unsay  that  word,  or  yon  die  f  ^ '  ^^ 

"  Yes;  don't  strike  me.  I  had  no  right  to  tdk  of  kor  in 
that  way,"  stammered  Dujardln,  pale  with  fear.      ;#  MY  '* 

*  **  Say  she  was  good  and  pure."  ^  4S^»(^^iM3l7 
I'^The  angels  are  not  more  so.''  #^  tm^^W  -m¥^m-f-^i 
T  Despard  released  him  and  be  rr)se  W^s  feet  The  fncm 
of  the  spy  was  deadly  pale.  His  fingers  clenched  and  tm-' 
oltadi^  themislves  as  if  he  longed  again  t^  rtah  at  the 
^iro^3t«f  tha  wreteh  whom  he  so  hated.  But  be  rv^strained 
hSmeelf*                                                  '        *"  -■»«« 

I       ••  Wh«fe  ^Tereset    Bo  yon  know  T  :^i^ 

,  £  ^  I  eta  «ot  tell.     8h«  wei!t  mad,  tfaejr  «^.    i  C0«ili  not 


■<f 


-"ii.-y^»-,S:^-  .v:i.   . 


'"  *"-''f^'"'"- ■-''^''i V 


wm 


4 


THK  OUDKBm^t^ii^ 


56 


help  it.  She  fled.  They  fcund  her  mdntle  by  the  rivcr-dde, 
and  a  body  was  taken  from  the  stream  some  miles  below,  and 
buried  in  the  family  tomb.  Yon  would  not  have  dared  to  look 
upon  hir  face,  as  she  was  there.  I  saw  it,  and,  oh,  mon  Dieii^ 
it  was  horrible." 

'*  And  you  brought  her  to  tins  t  The  good  and  innocent 
shall  be  avenged  !  But,  no  ;  your  time  is  not  yeL  Write  the 
order  dismissing  tlie  guaid."^  ^v  , ,    ...^   v  i*i  ,:^to;,i.i*#  .»«-»«»«    «*^ 

**  Will  you  take  it r*   n   .   '/»     >    a  >^    ..aGit^'^CI  f^^uLii  ,)j}^ 

*'  Yes  ;  I  will  give  them  their  congl"       f^  .^      f   .     •i.-hjmi 

"  It  is  better  so.  I  am  satisfied  that  they  will  do  no  good 
there."     !>i>iU   ^tthmi^  i.  ai   <   ^     ^/^    'j»i.i»X.    .Iwau^  iina  ^it 

He  sat  di)wii  and  wrote  :  "  On  the  receipt  of  this,  f^rgeant 
Deschappelles  will  return  with  his  command  to  the  barracks^ 
where  they  will  be  put  upon  duty.  It  is  not  thought  expedi- 
ent to  retain  them  in  their  present  position.  ^i^li 

"  Signed,  Dujabdik,  Major  of  Musketeers." 

Despard  took  the  paper  and  folded  it  up.  While  doing 
so,  he  kept  his  eyes  on  the  face  of  Dujardin.  He  was 
evidently  revolving  some  plot  in  his  teeming  brain.  . .: 

**  I  can  not  tell  where  I  have  seen  yon,  Monsieur  Despard,^ 
he  said.     *'It  will  come  to  me  in  time."^^ru>^.;rA^.f^j^^^k»s^mi>il) 

**I  will  tell  you  myself  in   a  few  days,  if  you  care  to 


know."  ._^^K  .^  ^4^'.-;ii.   ■■.r^..  vi^f-  >  ^u*  *'':^^-  ,  ■''^'  ^s*^-^*^  .--*^ii.j?^^* 
'•*!  shall  be  charmed."    ^y:jm^iHikjiMmi^fi4^^Mim  ii^"^-.  .■ 
"I  doubt  it     Let  me  bid  you  good-day.**  ji<mMkiiuMm.^M£j>t 
Claude  was  in  the  way  as  he  passed  out.   A  close  observer 
r-  \  might  have  seen  something  pass  from  hand  to  hand.     How- 
^      ever  that  might  be,  Claude  was  very  drunk  at  the  Flcur  dc 
Lis  that  night,  and  boasted  that  he   had  a  way  of  getting 
plenty  more  gold  pieces  when  these  were  gone.     Bai  do  one 
could  find  out  where  his  mine  of  wealth  was.      '     ■  —  * 

Despard,"*  after  leaving  the  barracks,  went  at  once  to  An- 
Sblmo's.  As  he  neared  the  door  he  became  consdous  of  a 
great  confusion  in  the  housa  Throwing  open  the  door,  he 
broke  in.  The  noise  was  from  the  upper  part  of  the  building. 
Drawing  his  sword,  he  leaped  up  the  &tsArs,j^m.-.mi:^m^ 
t  The  siglit  which  greeted  him  was  one  to  rouse  the  tiger  in 
any  man.  Deschappelles  had  seized  the  old  servant  Annette 
and  attached  thumb-screws  on  each  hand,  to  which  one  of 
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bis  felbows  gave  a  turn  At  every  nod  of  the  ^conndrers  bead. 

Just  as  Despard  entered  he  was  crying :  \  m,ii  \     .  ^   la. 

^  Once  for  all  I  ask  you,  where  is  the  spy  bidden  ?     If  you 

J    anfwer,    well.      If    the     refuses,    twist    her    thumbs    off, 

There  was  no  sign  of  yielding  on  that  firm  old  face. 
Despard  was  at  the  door.  A  lightning-like  bound,  the  flash 
of  a  steel  blade,  and  the  ringleader  lay  weltering  in  his 
gore,  while  Despard,  standing  with  one  toot  upon  bia  chest, 
cried  :  ^^^.:  ^.^k  i^^^a^^^^f.^^*^  -j^  4^_  ^  ^,,^i. 

**  Who  comes  nextf^.uu  imkkk^  ^-.%.y'-r^'\:^h^  U  ^t 

No  one  stirred.  There  was  no  man  among  them  hardy 
enough  to  face  the  deadly  blade  bo  wielded.  There  was 
something  in  his  fierce  face  tha^  awed  them.  Both  men 
shrunk  back,  and  muttered  aom.Luing  about  obeying  or* 
ders.        •'  ■'  "       ..  M'^i  fcte3i«l  liiiU  /u  m^M  i^u/^  \a 

"  Take  off  those  thumb-.^rews,  then."  t?iifi  ♦' 

They  obeyed  without  a  word.  The  scarf  which  was 
bound  over  her  mouth,  to  muffle  her  cries,  was  removed, 
and  the  woman,  moaning  with  pain,  dropped  at  his  feet.r  ; 

*'  Now  let  me  hear  what  this  outrage  means,  Caspar,''  said 
the  avenger,  pointing  his  n^eking  blade  at  one  of  the  men. 
^*^l>o  not  dare  16  hesitate.  ^^^Jt^w^ill  Out  yotu  down  if  you  do  not 
Ipeak.''  ./    ... 

**  It  was  Deschappelles,  monsieur,"  replied  the  man.  *•  He 
said  that  this  spy,  Wilton,  was  somewhere  in  the  house,  and 
that  we  conld  gdt  it  out  of  the  woman  if  the  oki  man  went 
away.  He  left  to  complain  to  the  Gk>vernor  of  our  being 
here,  and  Deschat^lles  took  the  opportunity.  It  was  not  my 
feuit  if  I  obeyed  orders.     He  was  my  superior."  uM.:i..A 

i  "No  m^h  would  take  such  an  order.  Howeyer,  he  has 
been  punished.  Take  him  np,  and  away  with  him.  .  There 
are  your  orders.  They  come  from  Major  Dujardin,  and 
(Night  to  be  genuine.  No  words;  leave  the  house."  cr^  ;t 
t  "  Take  your  foot  off  the  sergeant,  mbnsieor ;  he  may  hai:e 
lifelnhim."  ^      !  . 

*'  I  hope  so.  I  shkild  not  like  to  killihe  hound,  scoundrel 
thoogh  he  is.  Let  me  look  at  him.  Bah  1  he  is  not  badly 
had  Take  him  to  the  bot^itaL  In  three  weeks  he  will  be 
ible   to  ^o  the  dirty  work  of  tome  other   man.     He  will 
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never  do  any  more  for  Muriot  Dujardiu  ;  let  hioi  be  sure  of 
that** 

The  men  took  the  ^rounded  wretch  in  their  arms  and  car- 
ried him  away.  Despard  sprung  forward,  lifted  the  poor  old 
woman  in  his  arms,  and  carried  iier  to  a  couch  on  one  side 
of  the  apartment.  She  revived  in  a  moment,  and  lifting  her 
swollen  and  discolored  hands,  hurst  iato  tears,  Mi<i  ^         4>6  .i# 

"  FaithTul  creature,"  said  Despard,  "  how  you  have  suffSered. 
Why  was  it  done?"  ^^if  t^J   h^ioft  Iv.o.  m  n     j:»u  ^W** 
J  ,^  They  miglit  have  cut  me  into  pieces  and  1  would  never 
have  told  them  where  the  young  American  was  concealed. 
You  came  in  time."  '     "      '    '  '^  -  ^-^j^*^*-.;*  i^,.^  -^  •% 

*  i^*^  You  shall  have  your  revenge  for  this,  Annette.  I  have 
cleared  the  house  of  the  villains.     I^ow  I  mu^  S?e  .WUloiOk*' 

i\^if^  rjn  '''St:  -ir'l.   o:  ^'m-j  i*  r     .j^v^|,.i>;.  oi.vI,fcit'i#'-;i 

-tvi?   rh  x&^X'   X-i^J/ui^    .:..--i4   *i;.;^   i^a-'* 'il5>l^   Mi||ifeif*T> 

-  *  t  #  .       .     A  KlOHTS   WOIUL 

^tl  %ii«s«  ■  . .     :  :      . 

•1  Ths  night  came,  and  such  a  nig:ht  as  spies  love,  in  which 
to  do  their  work.  As  the  darkness  fell,  Despard  and  Wilton 
stole  out  of  the  house  together  from  the  door  in  the  rear, 
slipped  over  the  wall,  and  stood  in  the  next  street  That 
niglit  they  had  determined  upon  a  perilous  act.  Private  ad- 
vices had  Warned  them  that  the  Governor  and  his  Secretary 
thalt  n^t  left  the  castle  for  the  outer  lines,  and  that  the 
Secretary  bore  upon  bis  person  papers  which  gave  a  list  of 
the  entire  force  of  the  French,  under  the  Secretary*s  own 
hand.  To  possess  these  papers  at  adl  hazards,  was  the  pur- 
pose of  the  two:  men.  Thete  in  their  hands,  nothing  need 
delay  tLe  advance  of  the  English  forces,  now  near  a| 
hand.  '  ": 

-4.  Onward  through  the  silent  street,  they  moved,  the  darlmess 
falling  upon  tliem  Hke  a  mantle.  Ko  one  knew  better  thant 
Despard  how  to  elude  the  guards,  for  in  his  walk  that  mora* 
ing  be  had  passed  over  the  very  ground  they  were  now  tra- 
versing, and  had  noted  the  disposition  of  the  men.    Hf  had 


—-r^w^,\:ii^- 
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taken  pains  to  instruct  Wilton  on  these  points,  and  the  yonng 
man  knew  the  course  before  tliein.  -*<*«» 

They  passed  under  the  wall  of  a  gloomy  building  at  which 
Wilton  looked  with  considerable  interest  rnim  mhffy^n 

**  You  are  looking  at  your  late  residence "  said  Despard, 
laughing  very  low.     "  How  did  you  like  it  ?"     (Wilton,  as     • 
staled,  had  beea  a  prisoner  on  his  previous  yisit  to  Hon- 

"  Not  at  all.  It  is  not  noted  for  the  comfort  it  allows  to 
guests,  and  their  rooms  are  rather  narrow,  and  the  beds  hard. 
It  would  have  been  the  less  endurable,  but  that  the  presence 
of  an  angel  lightened  it" 

•*  Being  a  lover,  you  ()f  contsfe  caii  mean  no  other  angel 
than  Marie  D*Arlgny.'*  '■^^*-      viiiii^u;/  a^^ii  ♦i.i  ;i.-;..-^ii    »i.  b:^itim-'i 

"  She  visited  me  in  the  gloomy  old  place,  when  I  was  al- 
most ready  to  despair.  I  do  not  care  to  describe  my  sensa- 
tions when  the  door  opened  for  her  entrance.  We  had  not 
understood   each  other  until  then.     Indeed,  except  for  the  (  .L 

fact  that  I  was  in  prison,  and  condemned  to  die,  I  might  | 

never  have  spoken.     But  I  could  not  help  it  then."     ^' 
'  The  buiiding  they    >ere  passing  was  the  strong  prison  of 
the  post,  in  whicl     Vilton  had  been  confined,  until  saved  by 
the  hands  of  Despard,  Marie,  and  other  friends. 
y  '*  You  would  not  like  to  go  in  and  see  your  old  room,  I 
roppose?"  /,  .-  *   « 

"  Not  at  all.     Come  on."      '/^  mu^  ,u         '* '  -''■ 

^.  They  relapsed  into  silence  and  walked  on,  side  by  side. 
Though  taking  pains  to  avoid  the  guards,  they  did  not  sue-  f 

ceed.  Turning  the  corner  of  a  street  they  came  suddenly 
upon  a  watch-fire.  Before  they  could  retreat  they  were  chal- 
lenged, fit 
•^**  What  shall  we  do  ?"                                             1*     , 

**  Impudence  to  our  rescue.  Gome  on.  I  have  a  pass  Sot 
myself  and  for  you."  r"%iii 

"  Ha  I     How  did  you  get  it  T      *    "" 

"  The  Governor  himself  gave  it  to  me  upon  my  represent- 
i^  that  I  was  a  sort  of  doctor,  practicing  up<m  the  pooxci 
class  gratik     I  do  so,  by  the  way."  '^ 

**  But  mif  aame." 
^  **  Y<Mi  shall  see*?-  m^;.^^i^^.:^^iu,.  :^*m  is^^^m^L^  ^mm  Mi/^  f^i^xairff 
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'M  The  sergeant  ia  char^re  of  the  guard  came  forward.     **  Tour 
iiames  and  stations,  messieurs.     Speak  quickly.**  *^ 

^  Looking  closely  at  the  man,  Despard  saw  that  it  was  the 
same  sergeant  who  had  escorted  himself  and  Marie  to  her 
residence,  after  he  had  snatched  her  from  tlie  hands  of  Du- 
Jardin  and  ids  vile  assistants.  Tills  simplified  matters  im- 
mensely. 

**  Ah,  good-evening,  sergeant.  I  have  not  had  an  oppor- 
Amity  of  thanking  you  for  your  good  service  to  myself  and 
the  lady  in  my  charge.  Estephe,  this  is  the  sergeant  who 
aided  me  in  saving  Marie  D'Arigny."   .^■^..,^  ^,.  ,i«i  v 

*^   **  So  it  is  yourself,  Monsieur  Despard.     I  give  yon  good- 
evening.     But  you  must  have  a  pass."     .^  '  **|v*>^  ^y  ,^4; 
,    »*  Certainly.     Here  it  is."     .       ^          "                       >: '* 
tf^  The  sergeant  took  the  paper  and  read  it  by  the  firelight. 

"  The  pass- is  good,"  siiid  the  sergeant.     "  Pass  on  T* 

They  left  the  watch-fire  behind  them  before  Wilton  spoke. 
•I  I  do  not  nnderstand  how  he  passed  me  so  readily." 

It  is  simple  enough.  The  pa«3s  is  for  D<)Ctor  Despard 
and  his  assistant,  Estephe  Vamy.  Your  name,  for  the  present, 
is  Estephe  Varny.  Do  you  understand  ?" 
'*  Wilton  laughed.  "  I  change  my  name  so  often  while  in 
Montreal,  that,  upon  my  word,  I  hardly  know  sometimes 
what  I  am  called.     But  have  your  way.     Ha  1    Who  is  that  V 

Though  it  was  dark,  they  could  make  out  the  figure*  of 
some  person  passing  by,  walking  in  the  center  of  the  street 
Just  then  a  light  flashed  from  the  window  of  a  house  near  at 
hand,  and  lighted  up  the  figure.  They  could  see  Hiat  it  was 
a  woman.  Despard  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  part  of  the  face 
only ;  the  rest  was  muffled  in  a  heavy  cloak. 
^i>»  Stop/*  said  he.     "For  God*s  sake,  let  me  see  your  face.** 

"  Away,*'  said  a  clear,  rich  voice.  **  As  yoa  are  a  man, 
touch  me  not.  I  call  on  you,  sir,  as  a  gentleman,  to.  see  that 
yoor  friend  does  not  put  his  hand  upon  me."  i '«     ^ 

i  "  It  is  a  Toice  from  the  gtave,'*  Altered  D«spar«L  *'  My 
d«ar  la^,  do  not  ftar  bann  ih>m  mei  Thers  is  littl«  to  fear 
Item  u  broken  maiif  irfio,  haTio^  lost  all  whieh  nuido  life 
tnt  to  Mm,  has  lived  for  ao  objl^ct  but  to  be  revi^ged  on 
tliQs»  wiurJ^ivo  wronged  hiak    l^sai  me  not,  la^.":  t  ; 

**  I  do  not  fear  ydo.     I  know  fern  w«lL    Ym  am^rtpta 
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ihe|:  call.  Andrew  Despard.      But   i\M  if.  not-  your  trae 


name." 


**  Wlio  are  you  f '  he  cried,  atarting  forward  impulsiFely. 
She  waved  him  back.  ^ 

**  It  is  not  for  you  to  know  Ihia,  Andrew.  Despard.  It  !• 
enough  that  I  am  near  yon,  and  that  I,  at  least,  will  nev<;r 
reproach  you  for  what  you  have  done.''  ,  ^  ^  .  ,  ..iiMii^im 
'i<i**You  speak  in  the  voice  of  one  who  is  gone,"  said 
Despard,  in  broken  tones.  "  I  could  almost  be  mad  enougjii 
to  think  she  lived  yet,  but  that  my  faithful  old  eeryant  swioire 
to  me  that  she  is  dead."  *  -*  ^--:  fP^- 

'  *^Let  me  pass"  said  tii§  i^Qpgyiji^  iQ.  4Qfii^.agi.ti^o|tc^  **I 
must  not  be  stopped.'  ^^  r    t  ;     .j^  ^     ,.,  iiu^iijS  \^^j^/'^ 

"  Shall  I  see  3'ou  again  ?"  .r  ^ 

"I  know  not.  Yeiw  Let  me  go  now^,  ^tstajr.  You 
go  to-night  upon  a  dangerous  missioa"  c.^^.  -^, 


?^».  _''i^.' 


.    **Hqw  know  y^u  that?'*  »  '     ^'x*?*?'*        ^ 

"  Ask  me  no  questions.     It4»  enough  for  yon  to  Inioittliia  ^ 

that  there  are  those  to  whom  your  words  and  wt^a  are  Qot  so 
deep  a  secret  aa  you  naay  imagine.  There,  are.  tho^  who 
have  seen  you  in  all  your  disguises^  and  J  a.m  on^  of.  thei»."f 
i  "You  are  not  my  enemy,  or  I  sliould  have  been  betrayed." 
^  ".Not  yoar  enemy,"  she  answered,,  sudly,  "Ah  no,;  apt 
thatl  Be  careftil  to-njght  I  wiU  not.  say,  give  up  your  d©- 
aiglL  That  would  be  asking  too  much,  ihit,  do  oot,  ejppose 
yourself  unnecessarily,"  » 

^    •*.!  will  not,"  said  Despard*    **  Ypu  l^yfi  my  pcoaiisfi."^     L. 

"  Thanks^  goodrnight  then.**  (, 

k»  As. she  moved  away,  they  saw. spme.  one  joia  her*  and4hir 
Iwo  hurried  down  the  street  together^  Wilton  had;  bees 
lonaewJbat  startled  at  tlie  meeting  with  this.womaif  and  her 
Jioowledge  of  his  companion* 

"DoyouJmowherf*  he.as^cd*  joi 

"I  could  not  aea  bei;  face,"  said  D^pard^ aUnoatiatigdlj^l    ^^ 
*[iWI>y  l|talilil^ihfl.Ollacea]l.it>^^  Tdte  voice^ae^ined  famiHan 
li^jUtviU  tln^Itttliini&xio^mm^Qf^l^ 
ml  tNldflrstilliiivit^    Ste^i^dfiad.     "fit^jts.  i«^«.p»iiieil  «ii«Q|    ' 
tlie,wftflit9b9ftt&eJ9epe,clo«|djo^  Bmt 

down  8uc!U  ^iMOSigb^h  Hl^  thsukikiQpttUaii  l^ff^VMmBk 
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*  "A  ebfeiDgo  came  oyer  the  Ihce  of  the  spy  and  be  was  again 
the  hardy,  keen,  deterrninefl  man.  He  led  the  way  at  a 
quick  pace,  until  they  reached  a  point  in  the  long  atrcet 
whence  a  dark  and  narrow  alley  opened  npon  the  main  road. 
In  this  alley  they  took  their  stand  und  waited.  Both  were 
closely  masked,  and  stood  leaning  on  their  drawn  swords, 
waiting  for  their  prey.        -ii^  'Jp'*'^  v-f  l^i^u^^^  I  •  y  i  * 

They   had  not  long  to  Wait     Scarcely  ten  minutes  had 
passed  when  tWo  men  came  down  the  street  together,  picking 
Ibeir  way  cautiously  over  the  stony  path.  ^  inrr^;,!  mt:  (^  *' 
f!  «♦  Let  me  hear  them  speak,"  said  the  spy.     **  Then  I  can 
tell  whether  they  are  our  men  or  not."  -^  "  •' 

***  Peste  r*  cried  one  of  the  new-comers,  *'  if  I  could  have 
my  way  there  would  be  no  such  night-Journeys  as  these.  A 
curse  upon  these  Euglish !  They  tnake  our  lives  a  burden. 
I  pray  the  day  may  come  qu?ckly  when  they  shall  either  be 
driven  ou»t  of  t.hji  country,  or  we.  ,  One  Or  the  other  mutjt 
iirappen  in  the  end.** 

•.  **  Certainement,"  said  his  dompanion,  with  the  French  gri- 
nface  and  fill  rug.     **  It  will  come  too  soon." 

**  Our  men,"  whispered  Despard.  **  Take  the  Secretary  ;  I 
will  attend  to  the  Governor."'      .    /.       ;     r  mi 

There  is  little  time  lost  when  a  daring  deed  is  to  be  done 
by  such  men.  The  French  guards  were  not  five  squ^es 
away.  Despard  threw  himself  upon  the  Governor,  and  flung 
a  heavy  scarf  over  his  head,  mufiBing  lum  so  completely  tliat 
an  outcry  was  next  to  impossible,  Wilton  was  not  so  fbrtu- 
iftite  with  the  Secretary.  That  worthy,  a  muscular  though 
slightly-built  man,  eluded  the  first  rush,  and  actually  got  his 
sWord  jMfltly  out  of  its  sheath.  There  was  lio  help  for  it,  and 
Wilton  knocked  him  down  instantly.         •        .^  ^._;    ,x;^  .^^j 

"Away  with  them,"  whispered  Despard.    ^^cre  #  tio 

thne  to  lose."  _  ^ 

5      ^le   prisoners   wfere   gagged   and   blihclfolded.     BeSpard 

■whistled  in  a  low  key.     Four  men  emerged  from  several  liid.- 

|ing-ptaces  "and    came  forward.     They  evidently  underilood 

fthcir  busrness,  for,  without  qdeslion,  th^  separated— tw^6  of 

ifecm  taking  up  the  Governor,  and  the. others  the  Secretary,  aiid 

klnried  d6\vn  the  aljey.     When  the  Qovemqr's  cyfed  next  saw 

the  Ught  he  was  sitting  in  a  chair^  bound  tightly,  vtf-<i-od  with 
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Ilia  able  friend,  the  Secretary.     The  room  in  which  tbtrsat 
wni  a  Iow-r<x)fedf  rude  phice,  evidently  the  dwelling  of  one 
of  the  lower  order.     Two  more  utterly  confounded  men  than 
these  probably  could  not  have  been  found  in  the  colony  of 
Canada.     '      f  *• '»«  ^    f^  Vl'iK^ii  ^H^  jjI 

,    •*  What  does  this  mean  ?"  said  the  Governor.'  *  J     ••  V?-^.».» 

*'  Parblcu  I  I  should  say  some,  ouc  of  his  majesty'tf  s^mt^tj 
proposed  to  give  us  lodgings  for  the  night,  gratis."    '       ;.T 

**  Is  this  a  time  to  Jest,  D'Aumale?     I  am  astonished.** 

"  So  am  I,  your  excellencj',"  said  the  incorrigible  Secretary, 
'*  deeply  surprised.  I  am  also  grieved  that  you  have  men  in 
the  colony  so  base  that  they  do  not  respect  the  person  of  the 
Governor,  nor  of  that  worthy  man,  the  Governor's  Secretary. 
Our  surprise,  however,  can  not  aid  us  iu  the  least.  Then 
there  is  nothing  for  iu  but  to  follow  the  phraseology  of  our 
excellent  friends  the  English,  and  '  grin  and  bear  iL'  Aha  t 
here  is  our  captor."         i     .ik#i  n>  . y  tJjiii  i::i  fiti ?  ii/  jl'o   a.*)fiili 

The  door  opened,  and  Despard,  still  masked,  appeared  upon* 
the  threshold.     In  one  hand  he  held  a  pistol,  the  long,  bright 
barrel  of  which  glittered  in  the  rays  of  the  lamp  he  carried. 
He  spoke  to  them  in  £ngliaU^  the  better  to  conceal  hie  iden- 
Uty.  -'-^r 

\*  Good-night  to  you,  sir.  My  friend,  the  Secretary,  Fm 
rigUt  glad  to  see  yer." 

"  I  can  not  speak  well  your  execrable  language,"  said  the 
Secretary,  in  French.  .  a 

"  Speak  it  as  well  as  you  kin,  then.  You  can*t  expect  an 
Englishman  to  understand  your  cursed  lingo.  YouWe  got 
papers  we  want.     Tve  come  to  find  them."  ^ 

•*  If  you  would  release  my  hands  I  would  save  you  that 
trouble,"  said  the  Governor.  ,H 

th'**  Bo  would  I,  vraiment  Let  me  speak  wiz  Monsieur  An- 
glais. Be  composed.  Release  my  hands,  ven  I  vill  give  you 
une,  deux,  trois  papier ;  ze  whole  plan  of  ze  campaign,"  said 
the  Secretary. 

"  D*Aumale,  will  you  turn  traitor  ?*  cried  the  Governor. 
^^*  Pardon nez-D&oi,  Monsieur  le  Governor,"  said  the  Secretary. 
''It  is  useless  tn  resist     Zls  gentlehomme  vill  release  my^ 
hands,  and  I  yill  proceed  to  give  him  ze  papier.     Qui ;  vrai- 
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*  .  ••  Oh,  thut  up,  Prencliy/'  wld  Dcspard,  adopting  to  a  nicety 
the  rough  phrases  and  rude  ways  of  an  English  forcBter. 
"  Wo  ain't  goln'  to  listen  to  no  nonbense ;  we  ain't  goin'  to 
take  none  from  you  :  now  mind  that  You  ain*t  goin*  to  git 
your  hands  free,  neitiier ;  so  just  you  hold  still." 

"  Peace,  D'Aumate,"  said  the  Governor.     "  This  is  only  one 
,  of  these  rough  Englishmen,  who  think  there  is  a  merit  in 
rudeness.     Perhaps  I  can  do  something  with  him.     Attend 
to  me,  monsieur.     Do  yon  know  who  I  am?"   .i.^,  «      . 

**  I  rather  think  I  do^^  said  Despard.  1 1*.^  AT  ! '.. 

j^»^  '*  Then  you  know  I  am  Governor  of  this  colony  T  'Uf^ 

."You  are  a  spy  in  the  service  of  England.  It  is  a  poor 
service.  The  work  is  hard  and  the  pay  but  little.  It  is  in 
your  power,  at  one  stroke,  to  gain  all  the  wealth  you  will  re- 
quire, and  at  the  same  time  escape  from  this  degrading  scr- 
3l^e."  .  ^'  -:^:^-t^  ■«'\-;"'"f  •f*:^-^  T  -^^  V  ^U^  U.    ..  .■m>l 

^  «,j/*  How  ken  I  do  it,  mister  r  t-^   -   t      ^;*«'^'^-^^-  »«  .  i^v;- 

^  **  By  setting  me  at  liberty,  aod  informing  me  of  the  position 
and  plans  of  the  enemy.  For  this  service  I  will  pay  you 
more  than  all  your  years  of  hardship — for  a  man  of  such  ad- 
dress as  you  must  have  been  a  long  time  a  scout — have  ever 
paid  you.  For  your  own  good,  think  of  this  offer  a  iftp- 
ment.  •   im-is  vi^'^'w^'^i  "^iit*.?^ -K^sjtv/ru  iwr**  iiv»i      .»i*;-*«-«hjo  t^iti-t 

jgjj  **  How  much  f *  •^:  l  '^miXn  r^>f  If    ^mr^  "i»^  ;  * :      '« 

♦  ^"  Three  hundred  guineas,  in  your  own  currency:  a  great 

1^  sum.**  -■;5^,:75-v  r ???--;-.  "-^^.r-  ;■'    *i  i 

r^"  What's  the  use  of  talkinT  said  Despard.  ''It  can't  be 
done  !  I  won't  take  your  money.  You  shut  up.  You  can't 
tempt  me,  if  I  am  poor.  Nobody  but  a  low,  dirty  monseer 
would  have  tried  it  on  an  honest  man.**  ^  •♦^  H^'  }m4>¥'^**->. 
^>**MiUe  diables  I"  shouted  D'Aumale,  writhing  in  his  bonds, 
•*  is  dat  ze  vay  you  speak  to  ze  Governor  ?  By  St.  Denis,  if 
I  had  my  hands  free  I  vould  kill  you.  Oui.  I  can  not  par- 
lez  your  language.     If  I  talk  him  veil,  it  vould  give  me  great 

Tplaisir  to— what  you  call  him? — sw'ar  you  in  good  Anglais. 

1 1  can  speak  seven  oder  language,  but  I  can  not  speak  your 

Anglais  veil.'*  ^nf  j  * 

**  We  only  speak  one  language  here,  antl  might jr  little  cf 

^  l/kol,**  said  Despard,  preesisg  the  muzzle  of  bis  pistol  to  the 


:  ^r-:::-!^  ifc'jtv 
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foreliead  of  Ibe  S^^cretary.  ••Hove,  whf»tw,  of  look'dr ma 
again,  and  I  spatter  jour  brains  upon  the  wall.  Come  yere, 
you.     Go  UiroDgli  tills  chap's  clotlies.**"  •  ^  Vi«»v  ^''  <*   •*''  " 

Wilton,  yet  closely  ma^ed,  entered  the  room  and  began 
to  rearch  the  Secretary.  They  found  !a  his  pockets  Tarious 
articles  wiiich  only  a  Frenchman  would  carry.  Lumps  of 
white  augar,  a  small  flask  of  aon  dd  vm,  a  snuff-box,  and  at 
last  a  package  of  papen.    "'  -    ^^  «f     T  t     >v     )♦  ^  ^ 

*'  0|)en  'em,  and  see  if  they  are  the  ones  you  are  arter/' 
said  Despard. 

Wilton  obeyed.  Opening  the  first  paper  he  began  to  read, 
translating  into  English.  It  was  addressed  to  the  '*  Divinity 
of  Montreal,"  Marie  D'Arigny.  ^^^  — ^       \   \ 

fii  V  Why,  you  soup-eating  heathen,**  cried  WiltonT"  IlMtve  a 
mind  to  cram  this  production  down  your  throat"  '  '■  'i  •;-'* 
.!L  **  What  ?  Oram  him  down  my  t'roal  ?  ze  sottg  T  write  In 
honuaire  of  ze  maid  I  love  ?  I  s'all  demand  satisfaction  from  L« 
you — ze  satisfaction  of  a  gentleman  t  Yon  s'all  meet  me, 
Bar,  wiz  any  weapon  yon  chose,  and  I  vill  make  you  take  back 
ze  word  you  *ave  use.  Cram  ?  I  a'all  'ave  ze  grand  plaisir 
of  cut  your  I'roat  flrom  ear  to  ear,"  '  ^^^  "^^ 

W  "  Nonsense  l"  ejaculated  Wilton.  ^  -*^^^^*  ^'"'^  *^^-  **«  ***«'* 
-'  **  I  8*all  remember  zese  insult  Ze  grand  satisfaction  can 
only  suffice.  You  s'all  name  your  place  and  weapons.  You 
8*all  give  me  your  card  If  you  refuse,  I  s'all  say  you  are  un 
lAche.  You  Quderatand  f— un  lAche  extraordinaire.  Ah  ! 
ParbleuT  X  J 

1 1  have  no  time  t6  quarrel  with  you  now,**  said  Wtlton. 
^Perhaps  we  shall  never  meet  again.  But,  if  we  do,  1  pro* 
mise  you  the  satisfaction  yon  ask.  These  are  not  the  papers 
we  want  As  far  as  I  can  see,  Ihey  are  private  papers."  '  '"^ 
Jki  ^  Keep  *em,**  said  Despard,  observing  that  the  eyes  of  the 
Secretarj"  began  to  brighten.  ••  There  may  be  somethinai 
among  'em.  Let  me  look  him  over.  You  hold  the  pistol. 
If  he  says  any  thing,  blow  out  his  brains."  '     ^''^ 

*  Despard  ran  his  hands  over  the  person  of  the  Secretary^ 
and  faun4  nothing  whatever.  Tiie  €k>vernor  began  to  smile; 
The  Secretary  had  taken  some  precaution  before  coming  out; 
it  was  evident  Despard  was  a  little  puzzled.  He  stooped 
to  look  at  the  shoes  of  the  Secretary,  Und  hi  doing  so,  fad^ 


:^*-c;r---" 


'  ^  ^./f-i^^^l.  ^?  - 
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hig  b^d  upon  bis  Hove.  To  \m  surprise,  iie  fell  BomeUiing 
hard  und^r  hit  band.  D'Aumule  began  to  curse  in  choke 
Gascon,  of  which  he  wa«  niASter.  Dcepard  onijr  biughed,  ntid 
drawing  a  knife,, in  spite  of  the  atruggles  and  proteatalions  of 
the  Frcnclimant  cut  a  bole  in  ilie  unnientionablet  of  the  Bec- 
retary,  and  found  a  small  pocket  just  l)ehind  the  knee,  in 
w'ldcb  ytM  a  ildxk  tin  caie  or  boit.  lie  opened  it,  and  found 
several  papers,  closely  packed.  --.^     -  jut^ 

.  **  All  right,''  be  said ;  **  lbii»  is  important  or  bc*d  never  her 
bid  i^  so  close.     You  look  at  'em.*'/    ^^oi*^»  9iii  inb  fcii»*T- •♦! 
.,  WiUo[n  fan  \ih  eye  hastily  pyer  the  papers.  »^iif  t  V 

'*  Just  the  thing,"  he  said,  "  It's  all  right ;  nothing  more  to 
be  done."  f       ^i^  ..♦*»<  t  »  •  i 

•  JVTjSTbatevej:  may  happen,  monsieur,"  said  the  Cfovernor, 
*^jfou  can  not  deceive  me.     I  Icnow  your  voice  and  figure." 

*•  And  whom  do  yon  thmk  me  f^  ^ 

ft  Yoi^  are  the  man  known  as  tbe  Silent  Blayer.  Yoa 
are  the  man  who  was  taken  at  tbe  castle  and  escaped  from 
pri^u."  i  ,  . 

7  |Ia  I  ^ft  r  said  Wilton,  unmasking:  .  .*!  My  dear  Governor, 
bow  are  you  ?  I  have  not  had  tbe  plea9are  of  seeing  your  &ce 
for  some  time."  ^  .ui  .-.**« 

**  I  was  right,  then.  Beware,  young  sir  I  Hardihood  may 
go  too  far.     Yoi|  will  yet  be  laid  by  the  beeK'!  >>r^  • 

**  I  may  be,  my  dear  sir.  It  will  happen  in  spite  of  all  we 
can  do,  perhaps.  At  present  ypp  are  in  i|ty  bands.  What  is 
to  hinder  me  from  killing  you  t" 


'tr 


'*f> 


-  J*  Nothing;;  I  ami  in  your  pqwqr.  Pq  wUb  me  as  you  will," 
said  the  Governor,  sullenly.  *\tw 

**  It  may  be  forced  upon  me.     Jf— "  ..  .Y*'« 

'^  What  heu^ean^  ^  fay  waa  lo^t  in  n  terrible  crash,  as  the 
door  wfs  beaten  in.  Deapard  seized  the  G<>yernor  by  the  arm, 
and  held  a  pistol  to  his  bepd.  Wilton  grasped  the  Secretary 
in  tb^  game  manner,  and  not  a  iQoment  too  soon,  for  over  the 
threshold  poured  a  dozen  of  the  guards,  holding  their  bayoneta 
at  the  cbarge.  Behind  thf m  the  savage  face  of  Maihit  Du- 
jardin  could  be  seen.  The  soldiers  halted  as  they  saw  tbe 
attitude  of  tba  two  spies,  and  I^ujardin  piisbed  tlixovrgb  them 
to  the  front.  '  '    r-'C^-  *^ 


B -»"■"* tr-^.>.-  *»;-." *t(  ■ 


;4I  raMpARD,  TUB  onr. 

yO  Even  Marlot  turned  pule.  AlUiough  llie  ftic©  of  De*ipard 
•  WM  covered,  there  was  something  In  their  altitudes  which  told 
itUeir  dctemilnation,  eren  iHjfore  Wilton  npokc.  "^  ^"  ''^'^"'  ^ ' 
♦-r  ♦*  Advance  one  foot,''  he  said,  In  c.  voice  whose  con- 
densed firmnest  there  waa  no  miaiai&lQ^,  '*aiid  these  meu 
idle!"  .  '     "  ^^'' 

!  **  Yoa  dare  not  do  it/'  said  the  other  2  **  my  men  would  cut 
you  into  pieces." 

V  i.*<"l>o  not  put  It  to  the  te#t,"  cried  Wilton,  cocking  his  pistol 
Despard  did  the  same.  There  fs  nothing  pleasant  In  the  click 
of  a  pistol-lock,  when  the  muzzle  is  not  three  inches  from  your 
head.     The  Governor  found  it  so.  '-t-    -    ■«  —    ^  ;,        _, 

**  Walt  a  moment.  Major  Diijardln.  Let  us  treat  wTflS  these 
men.  They  are  evidently  desperadoes,"  said  the  Governor,  in 
some  trepidation.       ^-x  vr;#rTji  •     .?»»«^*c^^>o  :.>ii  »i   ;  ♦..».. 

•*They  are  indeed,  your  excellency."^  tiU  miufff  bnl  ' 
y^'M  YfQ  ^pg  ji^  n  position  to  dfetate  terms,"  said  Wilton  ;  **  my     L^ 
(iiend  will  give  them  to  you."    -  *> -^''^  ««^  '^^'»  ^*^^  ^'-^  ^^ 
*  •*  It's  just  yer,"  said  Despard,  still  keeping  the  dialect  of  a 
.  frontier  man.     •*  They've  got  to  git  out  of  this,  and  give  us  a 
fair  start     All  we  ask  of  this  Frencher  is  to  take  out  his  men 
and  form  *cm  in  line  at  the  end  of  the  street.     Then  we  wHl 
<lo  as  we  choose."       c= 

»*  Confusion  I      W«w!!l  iot     agree,"    cried    the    Govsr- 

fc,  w*tiVery  good.     Toti  Wfll  at  ofnce  perceive  that  this  is  otir 
only  chance.     If  we  are  taken,  we  hang.     That  is  under-     \ 
stood.     80,  if  you  are  tired  of  life,  order  yer  men  to  come 

**  You  surely  would  not  murder  us  r      ^>^  *^yj^mM^ 
•*- We've  gol  otjr  lives  to  save.     Don't  git  it  Into  your 
head  that  we  won't  pull  triggers,  because  we  uill,     I  reckon 
you  had  better  order  these  chaps  out.**      "^  t^i-»»1  t-  « 

*•  Major  Dujardin,"  said  the  Governor^  **  form  your  men  at 
.the  end  of  the  street."       "-'«.^^  1^  *«^'  »  p 
-  -  The    guards  trooped    out.      Despard  called   the    major 
back, 

^  ^  Say,  hadnt  you  better  call  awaylHie  men  at  the  win* 
dowsT 

"  Men  at  the  windows  I     Who  said  t  had  men  there  f**' 


"  It  doD*i  matter  in  the  katt ;  ouljr  we  wmU  '«Bi  awajr/* 
•aid  Ibe  spy. 

**  It  shall  be  done.  I  don't  know  jou,  my  man,  but  you  am 
a  »harp  one.** 

**  I  counted  your  men  before  they  went  out,  you  know.  Tou 
ken  go."  ,.,,„^ 

Dujardln  strode  away.  .,,  ,4,1/^  ...^^  ^^,'i 

The  moment  he  was  gone  Dcspard  leaped  to  the  window, 
and  threw  it  open.  The  night  was  dark  as  night  could  well 
be,  but  ho  could  hear  men  moving  in  the  rear  of  the  house. 
A  silent  signal  to  Wilton  was  all  he  needed.  With  a  pistol 
in  one  hand,  and  u  sword  in  the  other,  Despard  led  the  way 
through  iUe  front  door.  No  one  had  expected  him  there,  and, 
though  one  or  two  of  the  guard  were  loitering  about,  tbej 
were  powerless  to  stop  the  two  men,  who  rushed  by  them  like 
the  wind.  The  guard  entered  the  bouse,  and  released  the 
Qoyemor  and  Secretary.  Woe  to  Wilton  if  they  caoght  him 
now  I 

(.;)  -^  '.■  ',  '■   •»  "  •'•    (.j('  -i-jvi  ..  1;  -jt'i  •w^Ij-  -jO-r^ui  ^mU'->.  triil  '* 
.  :  L       ^  r        CHAPTER   V  II «ii  kjmiin  mu^ 

.  -v./    ..</     1    ,iOu'*    A    FACE    m   THB   WALU'  •'''/*  ^  ^^"J^ 

..i  The  versatile  valet  of  Mariot  Dujardin  was  not  in  tbe  least 
annoyed  by  finding  himself  in  the  power  of  DeSpard,  when 
he  knew  that  it  would  pay  him.  Betraying  his  master  waa 
notliiug  new  to  him,  and  he  set  about  it  wl  h  a  zest.  He  kad 
followed  the  major  on  the  night  when  tk.e  Governor  and 
Secretary  were  seized,  and  from  a  nook  in  the  wall  had 
managed  to  watch  the  proceedings  without  being  seen.  When 
the  two  men  escaped  he  was  about  to  follow,  but  second 
thought  told  him  that  this  course  was  useless,  aa  they  would 
doubtless  take  him  for  a  pursuer  and  avoid  him.  He  did  the 
next  best  thing ;  he  crept  near  and  listened  to  the  conversa- 
tion between  the  Governor  and  Dujardin.  ^  ^>nii>  /  of  -umn^ 
•*  How  came  you  to  arrive  so  opportunely,  Mariot  ?*•   asked 

the  Governor.     .r%  1^1^  »?  i4t%^,w  >sii>  t«  jn<i:>  ? 

**  I  lud  set  one  of  my  men  to  watch  the  house  of  the  old 


(A  D£6FA1C1>/THS    BPT. 

student,  Anselmo.  He  saw  two  men  leaye  the  house  by  the 
rear  entrance  and  followed  them.  After  seeing  thein  posted  in 
nn  alley,  evidently  waiting  for  some  one,  he  ran  to  the  barrier 
and  gave  the  alarm."  *; 

_t  **Ha!  They  c« me  from  the  house  oT  the'iftndcnt  ?'*  said 
the  Governor.  ,  '^•.'*. 

"  Yes,  your  excellency."  1         '*'   "^^"^  n"  -  ij.:! 

**  Strange.  He  Seems  a  sihiple,  kind  old  man.  What 
ihould  this  Wilton  do  at  his  house?*'       ^        ^^'i'^  ^i  "^n--  i* - 

*'  I  cftn  not  tell.  He  was  there  last  n^ht,  I  am  certain,** 
replied  Dujurdin.'  ♦'    "?  "'-  ^*'"  **''^   -^^^  ^  '-   ^^  ^^'n^«   *if'^^*^  ^ 

"  Whv  so  ?**     '    •''f  t..ii.'   '''»  .^-  '^i^w*  •■  '•■^i*  fstt^uk   - -')  *" 

•*  One  of  my  men  saw  him  in  the  window  and  reported  him. 
I  went  to  take  him,  but  he  wais  nowhere  to  l)e  found.  Doul)t- 
tess  he  was  concealed  some wliere  at  the  time." 

**  Ave  yoti  sure  your  man  knew  him  t*  *'i^     ••  -    ' 

*  "  Certainly,  tie  liad  put  out  his  heM  Id  flcfefe '  a  ifititf^, 
when  LangUer  passed  upon  the  walk,  so  close  that  their  faces 
almost  touched.  I  repeat,  it  was  the  very  man.  No  one 
knows  him  better  than  Latrglier."  ^  . 

"  That  same  rogue  deserves  a  halter  himself,**  said  the  Gov- 
ernor. "  You  remember  that  he  attacked  Lamont  and  this 
same  Wilton  in  the  wood  above  the  Ohaml3l3%  I  should  have 
hung  him  for  that,  but*  for  jou,  Mariot.^  I  wonder  you  keep 
the  fellow  about  you.*' 

•'"•  He  is  useful  to  me,"  said  Dnjardin.  "  I  grant  you  he 
ft    a  villain.      What   sliaH   we   do  m   regard    *o   thk  old 

"  He  must  be  taken.  'Send  your  men  ond^er  'd  fei'geantjIltiS 
bring  liinii  to  head -quarters.*' 

Divjardin  turned  to  execute  ttieo'rtler.  Claitct^  ha^  *1ie&fd 
fell  Ire  required,  and  ran  away  lik*  the  wintY,  taking  the 
directitm  of  the  house  of  Anselmo.  As  he  ran,  lie  stumbled 
oversiome  one  who  wAs1n  the  path,  a  fetunted,  shriveled  figure, 
who  cursed  him  in  good  French  for  the  act.  '^  '''^'*   s.  ^..  i^;  . 

"Beware  wliat  you  do!"  he  criedi"''*'No  man  ever  did  a 

wrong  to  Conrad  Dumbht  who  did  not  at  sb&e  time  re- 
pent it."   ^^*^^^^^    -i  n-M^Mf  r  w  -f^4n«  <M  0^j^  mtkmpmfH '* 

"Are  you  Conrad,  the  sorcerer?*'  asked  Claude, ni^DM.* '  **! 
itiust  ispekk  to  fdu.     Do  yon  know  Dcspaid  Y*    ^^   "^ '  ^ 
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▲   PAID   AaEHT.  01; 

*  I  have  heard  of  him."  ..  .  ,  .         ? 

KoDsense.     He   is  a  friend   of  yuura.     I  am   onp  of  J^ 

agents.     He  must  have  told  you  before  thii^'  >  :.>^t|  .    ;f  Amii 
"Yourname?"  .  , 

"  Claude  Tollisson."     ,  .    ..  ,,..     ..    '  c - 

"  The  valet  of  Mariot  DujardiaT  :         .     ;  ^>:; 

**Oui,  monsieur,"  said  the  valet.  x  r 

**  Very  good.     You  are  on   the  list  of  our  paid   agents. 

What  have  you  to  impart  ?     Speak,  and  let  your  words  be  ti> 

the  point."  -,  i     u     i     <    -  -         -  •  ^-^  -   -"  -  ^'  -a- 

"  They  shall  be.     A  guard  has  been  sent  to  seize  tire  man  . 

known  as  Anselmo,  the  student.     If  you  have  any  interest; 

in    hira,  give    him  warning.       Have   I    done    well    to    tell  i 

you?"  .\        :.J.i..,;      ,,  L      -^  :  '        '     t        P'-       .'.-.^i-i-' 

"  Excellent     You  could  not  have  done  better.     Away  with , 
you,  and  watch  your  master  like  a  lynx.     I  wUl  engage  that 
Anselmo  shall  not  be  taken."  ^ 

i>  The  moment  Claude  turned  away,  the  deformed  one  started 
on  a  run,  showing  an  agility  which  no  one  would  have  believed 
possible  in  a  man  of  his  form.  Away  through  the  dark  ; 
streets,  through  alleys  where  the  water  stood  in  stagnant 
pools,  he  never  slackened  his  headlong  speed  until  he  saw  be- 
fore him  the  house  of  Anselmo.  Annette  came  to  the  door  in  ; 
answer  to  his  rap  and  he  passed  in.  .    ,    ,-,,   ,    ,i 

When  the  guard  came  to  capture  Anselmo,  he  was  not  lo- 
be found.     The  old  servant  could  not  tell  where  he  hadgoue^T 
or  at  what  hour  he  woqld  return.     There  was   nothing  for  it^ 
y?  but  to  wait,  so  they  ordered  the  servant  up  stairs,  ami  took  poa- , 
session  of  the  lower  part  of  the  house.       t  .      ..■  j .    (   •  t^,  >  - 

It  was  not  3'et  day,  and  the  room  in  which  the  soldiers  sal/ 
•ooked  gloomy  enough  under  the  waning  light  of  the  single 
taper  the  servant  gave  them.     The  s^^ldiers,  stout-hearted  fel-  ^ 
lows  enough,  in  their  way,  could  endure  most  things  in  cam-, 
paigning,  but  the  gloomy  old  house  struck  a  chill   into   their 
very  mairow. 

"  They  say  the  old  place  is  haunted,"  said  one.     **  Ghosts 
flit  to  and  fro  in  the  night.     Kaspar  says  he  saw  the  devil  sit-.^ 
ting  on  the  iidge-pole  one  night,  grinning  at  the  moon."  ^ 

-**  It  might  well  be  true,"  said  another.     "  A  curse  upon  ,*? 

I       the  old  crib.     Yon  know  me,  Pierre,  don't  you  f     Parbleu  I=t. 
171  S 
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I  am  not  a  man  to  be  easily  frigbtenM,  but  I  am  not  in  lore 
witk  that  old  rack-a-boncs  of  a  bonse.     They  say  the  old 

man  is  a  pestilent  astrologer.*^    -  .  --        ^^^^.^  -  .^.^ 

**  Can  he  read  the  fates  ?"  '  "^>;ff  *     V 

•*  They  say  so.  If  he  could,  be  would  be  no  'wrorse  than 
Ibis  Conrad  Dumont,  who  lives  in  the  little  white  bonse  »t 
the  barrier.  You  should  have  heard  him  talk  to  some  of  the 
latls  the  other  night.  If  any  of  them  had  l>een  so  unfortmiate 
as  to  haye  cut  a  throat  or  lifted  a  watch  in  his  time,  who  j 
should  know  it  but  Conrad,  and  jeer  at  them  on  account  of 
this  little  incident  ?  Upon  my  word  it  was  awful.  I  was 
the  only  honest  man  in  the  party,  and  yet  he  gave  me  a  be- 
nefit too." 

"  I  have  seen  him/*  said  Pierre.  **  A  distorted  lump.  A 
cold-blooded,  vindictive,  cjiiel-hearted  ape." 

"  Ha  1  ha  !  ha  !"  shrieked  a  voice  near  them.  **  Hark  to  the 
devils.     Speak  well  of  your  betters."—    --    j%    ;-      ^^^^^^ 

i  Every  man  sprung  to  his  feet  and  grasped  his  gnn.  But,  S 
no  enemy  was  in  sigbt  The  sergeant  darted  to  the  door  and 
fia^  U  open.  As  he  did  bo,  a  perfect  yell  of  savage  laughter 
filled  the  room.  Yet  the  halls  were  empty,  and  there  was 
only  one  other  door  opening  into  tbe  room.  One  of  the  men 
pushed  it  open  with  his  foot  and  showed  a  small  bedroom. 
He  poised  his  bayonet  to  thrust  at  the  person  who  had  broken 
in  on  their  discourse,  and  darted  into  the  little  room,  fully 
persuaded  that  he  had  trapped  the  fellow  at  last.  But,  to  his 
surprise,  the  room  was  empty,  and  a  shrill  yoice  seemed  to  ^, 
ring  in  his  very  ears. .  ^ 

"Conrad  Dumont!'  A  fllstorteA  liimpt  Hal  ha!  hai 
Who  could  help  laughing  when  he  sees  a  lot  of  villains  such 
as  these  tramping  to  and  fro  upon  forbidden  ground  ?  The 
devils  laugh.  The  owls  hoot  Tbe  white  owl,  sitting  in  his 
tree  by  the  door,  cries  out,  tu-whoo  !"v*"  ^^*  *««■-»•         ^,->  **.v.. 

>i  A  paleness  settled  upon  the  faces  of  the  soldiers  as  they 
looked  from  one  to  another.  What  could  this  mean  ?  No 
one  was  in  sight,  and  yet  the  cries  seemed  to  fill  the  very 

**  *  Hell  is  empty,  and  all  the  devils  are  here,'  **  quoted  the 
sergeant,  who  was  a  literary  character.  "  Up  stab's  with  you, 
Jason  and  Danton.     We  will  see  if  the  soldiers  of  the  gnard 
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are  tbe  mea  to  he  insulted  by  clap-trap  and  afitix)logy.  It 
shall  not  be.  Up  wilb  you.  Search  every  room  through  and 
through.  Leave  not  a  nook  or  corner  unexplored,  no  mutter 
where.     Kill  any  thing  that  comes  in  your  way."   i     t  •  4  ?*^> 

The  two  soldiers  sprung  up  the  stall's  with  fixed  t)ay<metfl, 
and  burst  into  the  rooms  above.  They  found  no  one  but 
Annette,  who  stood  on  the  lauding,  tryin;;  to  Uud  .«ut  tlie 
cause  of  the  tumult  below.  '  -^  * 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  gentlemen,  remember  that  I  am  alune 
here,  and  rely  upon  your  generosity.  You  shall  have  all  you 
require,  only  do  not  be  too  loud." 

*'  Out  of  the  w^ay,  old  lady,"  replied  one  of  the  guard. 
**  No  barm  is  intended  you,  but  we  must  find  who  it  is  that 
dares  to  shout  in  derision  at  the  soldiws  of  the  guard."  ^^#/. 

"  Have  you  heard  the  shouts  ?  Ah,  woe  is  me,  the  sad 
times  have  come  again  to  the  house  of  my  master  I  Sorrow 
we  have  had,  and  now  it  is  here  again,"  said  -Annette,    i     .  » 

"What  do  you  mean?"  cried  the  leading  doldi'.*r.  She 
answered  by  a  look  of  terror.        ^^  t         '  4    r  ^^-f~  v  *'  *' 

**You  do  not,  can  not  know  the  secrets  of  the  house. 
Did  it  seem  a  gibing,  bitter  spirit ;  a  naocking,  cruel 
ghost?"  ♦  .?    ;       ^  '=  •'  f^^ 

"  We  heard  some  vile  wretch  jeering  at  us,"  replied  the 
soldier,  "and  we  will  not  endure  it.  Stand  aside,  for  we  will 
search  for  it" 

"  Go  on,  if  ye  will,"  said  Annette.  "  If  ye  come  to  harm, 
lay  not  the  blaipe  00  my  guiltless  head."  i^.  i ,  .j  .    ^^^  •  -  •> 

They  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  room  directly  over  the 
place  where  they  had  been  sitting  when  the  first  alarm 
sounded,  and  entered.  It  was  a  square,  plastered  apartment, 
without  furnitm*e  of  any  kind.  The  bare  white  walls  had  a 
dreary  and  uninviting  look.  As  tliey  gazed  al>out  them  the 
same  elfish  laugh  which  had  astonished  them  before  sounded 
in  their  ears,  and  they  saw,  in  the  gloom  at  the  back  of  the 
room,  a  face  hideous  in  every  lineament,  looking  out  of  the 
solid  wall.  Even  aa  they  saw  it,  a  screech  like  a  panther's 
seemed  to  shake  the  room.  The  man  bearing  the  torch 
dropped  it,  while  his  companion  stood  there  powerless  to 
raise  Uis  rifle.     Annette  darted  in  and  picked  up  the  flaming 
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-i  **  Arc  you  satisfied  T  »be  cried.  **  Como  away,  before  a 
worse  tiling  liappea  to  you.  I  warn  you."  i  -^i  • 
\  •*  Did  you  see  it,  Danton  ?"  gasped  one.  **  Dieu  de  bat- 
tailles !  Did  you  ever  see  the  like  ?  Ugh  I  I  am  in  a  very 
jelly  from  fear.  I  own  iL  If  the  rest  saw  what  we  have 
seen,  ihey  would  leave  this  accursed  house."  '    '  «* 

^  "  Yah-h-h-h-ah  I" 

A  prolonged  yell  broke  in  upon  the  speaker,  and  they  saw 
the  same  distoited,  fiend-like  face  which  they  had  seen  before. 
The  man  called  Jason  lifted  his  musket  with  a  shaking  hand, 
and  pulled  the  trigger.  When  the  sniokti  cleared  away, 
Danton  snatched  the  torch  from  the  hand  of  Annette,  and 
darted  forward.  He  knew  that  his  companion  was  a  deadly 
shot,  and  hoped  that  the  thing  who  had  so  terrified  them  had 
got  its  deserts.  Reaching  tlie  spot^  he  saw  nothmg  but  the 
round  hole  in  the  paneled  wall,  where  the  bullet  had  pierced 
it.  By  this  time  the  otiiers  were  in  the  room,  looking  with 
astonishment  at  the  face  of  Danton,  who  was  deadly  pale.  ^* 

**  Say  what  you  will,  lads,"  quoth  he.  *'  I  never  believed 
in  ghosts.  But,  when  I  see  tliem  with  my  own  eyes,  I  caa 
not  doubt  the  evidence  of  my  senses.  Jason  will  swear,  and 
BO  will  I,  that  he  tired  at  a  face  looking  ouf  of  the  wall  at 
this  very  spot     This  good  woman  can  tell  you  the  same." 

**  Liars,  thieves,  scum  of  the  world,"  cried  the  same  shrill 
voice.  *'  Fire  at  me ;  fire  at  a  cloud.  I'm  a  devil  \ 
Yah-h-h-ah  I"  -    -_-         -  --       ..  .  a.,  %  ■-  ■. 

"  God  help  us,  what  necromancy  is  this  V  cried  the  sergeant 

^  We  have  fallen  upon  a  strange  thing.     I  never  saw  the  like 

In  all  my  life.     By  the  soul  of  my  body,  it  is  wonderful. 

However,  here  we  are  and  here  we  stay  until  the  man  they 

call  Auselmo  sees  fit  to  return.     Jasou  and  Danton,  you  will 

remain  iu  this  room.     Have  your  arms  ready  for  use.     Pierre 

and  Cartier,  take  the  room  below.     As  for  myself,  I  shall  re- 
main at  the  door **^*  ^^^-^i.-^  -wj*   -^x    «.:  ,  ^.11  ^jifi^i.  ;;s^»?'^.4**iti  *., 

They  took  their  posts  without  demur.  Whatever  her 
faults  as  a  nation,  as  a  military  one  France  is  superb.  Her 
soldiers  are  the  very  essence  of  obedience.  These  men  were 
terrified,  it  is  true ;  but,  they  took  their  places  firmly,  and 
waited  for  events  to  shape  themselves  as  they  would.  ^^  ^  ,^ 
..  The  sergeant  was  a  bold  man.     He  had  fought  the  bftfOit^ 
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of  his  country  In  many  lands  and  bad  grown  gmy  In  the  sci> 
vice.  A  lieutenancy  had  been  promised  him,  but  he  had 
refused  it,  on  llie  ground  lluit  his  education  was  not  sufficient 
for  the  purpose.  lie  carried  a  litile  table  into  tlie  liall  befoi-e 
the  door,  drew  his  sword  and  laid  It  before  him  together  with 
his  pistols,  cocked  and  laid  with  the  butts  toward  his  liand, 
ready  to  grasp  at  a  moment's  notice.  Annette  lind  brought 
him  a  flask  of  Burgundy,  and  he  sat  there,  trifling  with  his 
glass,  and  trying  to  study  out  the  riddle  of  the  old  house. 

*'  Queer,"  muttered  the  sergeant.  **  I  don*t  understand  thilr 
at  all." 

Perhaps  an  hour  liad  passed!  It  was  nearly  daylight,  hot 
in  that  portion  of  the  night  when  objects  seem  to  h)om  iTp 
thiough  a  mist.  At  that  hour  the  sergeant  received  a  shock. 
The  door  of  the  room  in  which  his  men  were  posted  was 
closed.  He  was  in  a  half-doze,  when  a  brawny  hand  wjw 
suddenly  clapped  upon  his  moulh  and  he  was  thrown  npcm 
the  floor.  Looking  up,  he  saw  the  point  of  a  knife  at  his 
throat,  and  like  an  old  campaigner  gave  up  with  a  good 
grace.  His  captor  was  Wilton,  who,  now  that  he  had  been 
recognized,  kept  his  face  uncovered.  Behind  him  stood 
Despard,  still  masked.  Leaving  the  sergeant  in  charge  of 
Despard,  Wilton  stepped  lightly  to  the  door  and  locked  th* 
two  soldiers  in.  He  had  already  taken  the  precaution  to 
fasten  the  blinds  on  ;^he  ontsrde.  This  done  he  went  up 
W\Q  stairs  and  locked  the  other  two,  while  Despard  fitood 
laughing.  -  z:   ■    // 

"  Now  that  the  blrrls  are  'safely  caged,*^8ald  "Wifton,  **le4 
us  to  business.     Call  Annette."  .;      ...,i.. 

She  came  down  quickly,  looking  pleased  at  seeing  the 
sergeant  extended  on  his  back,  held  in  abeyance  by  the  knffh 
of  Despard,  who  frowned  at  him  ominously  i^hen  he 
attempted  to  rise.    »*  ^^^'  ^:.nnfmii  im^n  ^^  of  '     ..fJn^iifj 

^  *  How  came  these  fellows  here  ?'*  he  demanded.  vi*"«^ 

"  They  came  to  take  my  master  prisoner.  Two  men  were 
seen  to  leave  the  house  last  night  and  were  followed."     ' ' 

**  Ah-ha.  So  that  was  the  way  of  it  ?  Onr  frientts  keep 
a  go(»d  watch  over  us.  Thanks  to  a  good  friend,  they  did 
not  take  us  napping.  'Row  have  these  men  treated  you  t**^  ;^ 
^  ••  Tkcy  are  not  lie  the  pmg  Dtijardiu  tent  before,"  im 
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Annette.  "  They  used  me  as  well  as  was  conrfstent  with 
duty."   i   \       ...;..*'   '  .  ;.,r.  ...    rt^"  !    f  ivj   -rr.r*."..^.. ?,..-»;»    A  .:. 

,  **  I  am  glad  to  hear  it  These  are  soldiers.  I  myself 
Lave  been  in  the  service  of  France.  Rise,  sir.  I  am  sorry 
we  were  compelled  to  throw  you  down  rulher  rotighly." 

"  It  is  the  fortune  of  war,"  said  the  sergeant  "  We  can 
not  help  ourselves." 

•*  We  must  bind  you  to  the  chair/*  said  Wilton. 

He  was  tied  hand  and  foot  Soon,  the  men  locked  in  the 
rooms  began  to  realize  that  they  were  in  trouble,  and  com« 
menced  to  kick  at  the  doors.  Without  paying  any  attention 
to  them,  Despard  left  the  room,  and  was  heard  walking  al)out 
in  the  ro^mis  above.  He  shortly  appeared,  with  a  package 
in  his  «ianci.  ...  ,,  ^^^^^.*j-,  .^  .^,^»  .,.,,,;» ^J^ 
,  "  You  must  abandon  the  rest,  then,**  said  Wilton.  "  Will 
Anselmo  return  ?"        ,..*-.  ,.    f.>.  ^    i. 

..  **  I  fear  that  you  will  never  see  his  face  again,'*  said  the 
other,  with  a  peculiar  smile.  -  t    ...     ,  -  r     ^  k 

f.  They  pasbed  out  of  the  house,  and  to  Wilton*s  surprise  were 
followed  by  Annette,  who  only  went  as  far  as  the  gate  of  the 
D*Arigny  mansion.  As  they  halted  a  moment  to  bid  her 
good-by,  a  man  came  up  to  them.  It  was  Conrad.  His  face 
was  absolutely  distorted  by  elfish  laughter  and  he  chuckled 
as  he  stood  before  them. 

^  "Conrad,  ycu  should  not  be  out  on  such  a  night  as  this,** 
nid  Despard.  .   .  ,^  . 

"  Who  but  I  ?  If  you  had  seen  what  I  Brtw  thhi  night, 
you  would  laugh  as  I  do.     They  thought  the  devil  was  after 

Ihem,  sure.**  :-      -...  ^^.mn^tf,  :hn      ■?»♦..  ?:-:•!  ^=*v•^^ 

m^  You  have  been  frightening  the  soldiers,"  said  Despard  ;  **  I 
see  iiiav.  -^f'  ta*i»i;  )».*?*»■  ii-.>  f'-.i-i^-^  -i---  i"*,^  <•?  -.  f^f.^.'-^:.*'  -»--t-i.-,.  •  .—^ 
'^  "  Out  of  their  five  senses,**  replied  Conrad,  with  another 
chuckle.  "  To  see  them  standing  there,  the  color  of  bleached 
cloth,  and  not  laugh,  was  impossible.  Aunetle  aided  me. 
Good-night,  Ad iiette.**   ^  .  ^   •       c  .v*^5**f^'r  « 

The  M'oman  went  to  the  door  in  the  rear  of  the  house, 
which  had  evidently  been  left  open  for  hei;^  and  entered.  The 
others  passed  on.  Next  day  Annette  was  arreilcd  by  order  of 
the  Governor,  and  brought  to  the  castle  for  examination. 
Kotlung  of  interest  could  be   elicited.     Of.hcr   master  she 
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could  not  or  would  not  tell  any  thing.  Where  he  had  gone, 
whence  he  had  come,  ^hen  he  would  return,  all  wus  in  the 
dark.  She  knew  nothing  of  the  men  who  had  come  into  tire 
house.  They  were  strangers  to  lier,  she  avowed.  Slie  denied 
all  the  statements  of  the  sergeant,  in  ioto  ;  said  tiiat  tlie  Bur- 
gundy slie  had  set  before  him  was  very  strong,  and  slie  should 
not  be  surpiised  if  that  had  something  to  do  with  his  strange 
powers  of  invention.  She  was  at  last  released  and  allowed  to 
^       return;  but  she  went  back  to  Marie, not  to  ijiselmo*8  house. 
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'        CHAPTER    Vllf.    ,:      X'f^*! 

DUJARDJN'B   visions.  t  ■'■?   N   ,:'n 

Makiot  Dujardin,  on  the  night  following  the  trial  of  tbe 
old  servant,  went  out  alone.  That  is,  he  supposed  so,  when, 
in  reality  his  trusty  servani  was  close  at  his  heels,  watching 
every  slop  he  took,  slinking  around  the  corners  of  dark  streets, 
stopi)ing  when  he  stopped,  and  again  going  forward  when  he 
pursued  his  way.  He  stopped  at  last  before  a  house  which 
sttood  by  itself,  gloomy  and  dark  ;  he  rapped  at  the  door,  and 
it  swung  open,  apparently  without  human  agency,  for  no  ser- 
vant appeared.  There  was  somethin*?  in  the  mysterious  and 
silent  manner  in  which  the  door  opened  and  swallowed  up  the 
major,  which  awed  the  servant,  and  he  halted  in  the  street  and 
looked  rather  nervously  at  the  mysterious  door.  As  he  stood 
there,  a  voice  sounded  in  his  ear;  at  the  same  moment  a  firm 
hand  fell  upon  his  shoulder. 

You  watch  Dujardin,"  said  the  voice. 
Astonished  by  the  assertion,  Claude  could  only  stammer; 
without  making  any  connected  reply. 

.  **  Do  not  deny  it.     Enter  here,  I  give  you  leave  ;  for  1 1 
It  you  are  no  friend  of  Dujardin."  »      > 

."  Enter  where  r  j      i^r -1 

^■J->-  At  yonder  door^^'^^  '.X"^\  hiu^  mj:.--  -/  :;r'or-.:  •  .  -i.T 

"  I  do  not  know  the  occupants  of  the  house.*?  '  i**^  'J*-^ 
i*l*  You  need  not,  sir.     Pass  ^n  unquestioned.     Within  yon- 
der house  you  will  be  safe,  so  long  as  ywL  follow  and  watcK 
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BO  one  but  four  master.  PnuM  not,  turn  not  to  the  right 
banil  iiur  to  tbe  h(U  follow  oo  one  eke,  luid  It  Bhull  be  well 

Jirlth  yi)H." 

f  ClHiule  entered  the  mysterious  door.  As  his  hnnd  touclied 
U,  be  saw  the  lieavy  oak  swiiifi:  liBck  upon  its  Inngrs  to  ndniit 
iiiin,  And  then  close  nt  noiselessly-  aa  before.  The  hull  in 
which  he  etood  was  very  dark,  and  to  his  surprise  and  terror 
«  cold,  clHminy  hand  was  laid  upon  his  wrist  and  drew  him 
forward.  He  begtiu  to  wish  lie  had  not  been  so  officious  in  I'ol- 
lowins^  his  master.  ^ 

"  What  do  you  want  ?"  he  muttered. 

•*  Speak  not,'*  said  a  low  bill  lenibly  savage  voice.  "  Your 
life  is  in  peril.  Hear  me.  Within  this  house,  I  charge  you, 
as  you  value  life  and  happiuess,  speak  not,  but  obey." 

Claude  was  trembling  like  an  aspen  leaf;  but  there  was  no 
retreat  for  him  now.  He  had  n«^hing  to  do  but  to  follow  his 
jeatter,  whoever  it  might  be.  He  was  led  through  long  pas- 
sages of  the  dark  house,^  fearing  each  moment  to  receive  a 
dagger  in  his  heart,  until  he  came 'suddenly  to  a  place  where 
a  light  streamed  Ihroi  .U  an  opening  in  the  wall. 

"Look,"  said  Ms  conductor.  "Your  master  is  Wre. 
Watcli  him  through  this  opening."  .  v      ;  rj 

Satisfied  that  he  was  not  to  be  ii\jured,  Claude  set  abo€ 
his  duty  with  new  zest.  He  looked  through  the  opening. 
Digardlii  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  narrow  room,  ap- 
parently waiting  tor  some  one,  and  at  the  same  time  undecided 
wl^at  course  to  take.  His  face  looked  gloomy  under 
Uie  lamps.  He  liad  been  uusuccessful  in  all  his  attemplA 
lately.  Some  one  had  met  and  foiled  him  at  every  turn. 
A  hidden  influence,  whose  he  could  not  divine,  had  been 
at  work.  That  day  he  had  received  a  note,  couched  in  these 
words : 

"  If  Mariot  Dujardin  would  know  why  he  has  been  so 
QBfurtmatte  of  late,  let  liim  come  to  the  Hue  Bartolemy, 
near  the  r^ver.  The  house  will  be  shown  him  wheu  he  reaches 
the  street.*'  .^^Ai^*..^^-!,!^.;:, 

Tossed  about  by  doubts  and  fears,  Dujardin  followed  even 
these  vague  directions,  and  had  been  adnvitteil. .  j  *  , ,,  , ,  i,:- 

Tlie  room  in  which  he  sat  was  a  beautiful  one — a  very 
^dracla  td'  taste.     The  carpets  ware  so  soft  ti^t  4hs  fofA  uupit 


) 
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toto  them  at  every  step.  Sofas,  ottomans  and  tbe  like,  coTcred 
Wltli  rich  Tclvet,  were  rfcnttered  about  the  great  room,  and  pic- 
tures of  rarts  beauty  covered  the  walls.  But  he  wa*  in  no 
mood  to  notice  the  beauty  of  the  room,  A  look  of  annojr* 
ance  passed  over  his  face  as  some  moments  went  by,  and  qo 
one  appeared,  .."b:£'f 

All  at  once  Clande  became  conscious  that  some  one  elsa 
beside  the  major  was  in  the  room — a  woman,  in  a  flow* 
\ng  robe  of  white,  her  face  concealed  by  a  thick  lace 
mask. 

**  You  have  come  at  our  bidding,  Mariot  Dujardin,"  said  a 
Tolce  like  a  flute,  so  sweet  and  clear  was  it.  "  I  have  prom* 
ised  yf)u  the  reason  of  your  late  trouble;  you  shall  see  rn# 
keep  my  word.  Ton  are  satisfied  that  some  influence  Imi 
been  working  against  you,  lately  ?"      '  -  .  - 

**  Who  are  you  ?'*  said  Dujardin.  "  Let  me  see  jotti 
face**  •*  '''  ''i^*^*^*;    '  /f^*'l 

**  Dog  r  cried  the  woman,  fiercely ;  "  dare  so  mnch  as  to 
lay  a  finger  upon  my  robe,  and  you  die.     Beware  T      * ' 

"  Oh,  as  to  that,  you  can  not  frighten  me,  my  lady.  How- 
ever, as  you  cho*)se  to  remain  incog.,  it  shall  be  as  you  saj. 
To  your  work  ;  do  as  you  have  promised."  ta    » 

"Keep  your  ej'es  upon  j'onder  wall,".said  the  womaot     '  ' 

He  obeyed  her.  In  a  nunnent  a  strange  whiteness  appeared 
upon  the  wall,  and  then  light  and  shade  began  to  slrow  them* 
selves ;  directly  after,  a  picture  appeared.  It  represented  a 
grove  in  summer.  A  youth  and  maiden  were  walking  dowii 
a  sonny  path,  hand  in  hand,  while  another  young  man,  half- 
hidden  by  the  bushes,  was  peeping  out  at  them  with  an  angry 
eye.  Dujanlin  started  and  turned  pale,  for  in  the  countenance 
of  the  skulking  man  he  recognized  himseJf,  and  in  th^  other*, 
two  of  his  victimc.    .   ^  «* '     ^      -    i  i  .     •      .r,..n-    x 

♦*  You  know  them,  I  see,"  said  the  ladj.  **  This  is  tbe  first 
picture  of  your  life  ;  let  it  fade.'^    ^^   •    ■ '^    ^     ^       '  '''''^  ^^ 

As  she  spoke  a  shadow  began  to  fall  upon  the  pictures 
Each  monrent  it  grew  less  distinct,  and  in  ft  moment  mcnro 
nothing  was  aee»  but  the  bare  while  waih  '         '  '  -» i 

"  This  is  jugglery,"  said  Dujardin.  "  I  did  not  come  hen 
le  see  Itj  an^  I  wiH  not  remain.  CH>  yom^  ow»  way ;  I  leava 
Hw  hettse  Hilfr  moiiietut;^ 


:,-j|i:fc. 


»    •*  Remain  T*  said  a  deep  voice. 

He  turued,  and  saw  a  man  of  tremendoiu  stature,  liold- 
iag  in  Lis  baud  a  heavy  club,  wliicli  be  swung  high  above  bis 
bead. 

^^  j^"  Have  I  liccn  decoyed  licre  to  be  murdered  V*  sbrieked  Du- 
Jardin. 

,    "  No.  villain.     Wc  are  not  of  your  kind.     Look  to  it  tbat 
you  remain  uutil  we  bave  done  with  you." 
.4  .*•  You  may  retire  now,  Gabriel,"  said  the  lady.     **  He  will 
stay  to  see  ibe  otlier  pictures  of  bis  life." 

Tbe  sbadows  ngnin  begiin  to  fall  upon  tbe  wall,  and  showed 
another  scene.  A  duel  in  a  crowded  room  ;  a  group  of  3'oung 
men,  most  of  them  in  tbe  uuiform  of  tbe  French  service, 
formed  in  a  circle,  and  in  the  midst  the  combalauts.  One 
of  them  was  down,  and  the  other  was  standing  over  bim,  wiping 
Uis  bloody  sword.  Tlie  face  of  tbe  man  upon  his  back  was 
that  of  Dujardin. 
^.^  •*  You  see  this  ?'*  said  the  woman,  in  a  thrilling  voice. 

**  Yes,"  said  he,  in  a  half-wbispcr. 
.^"  It  is  well.  Let  the  picture  pass,  and  another  come." 
Y  Again  the  shadows  came  upon  the  picture,  and  it  was  gone. 
Tliey  cume  quickly  now.  As  the  third  M\  upou  the  wall,  Du- 
jardin uttered  a  yell  of  absolute  terror,  and  covered  bis  eyes. 
A  man  was  bending  over  another,  who  lay  dead  upon  tbe 
road.  The  face  of  tbe  deud  man  was  half-concealed  from  sight ; 
but  that  of  tbe  murderer  was  in  plain  view ;  it  was  tliat  of  Du- 
jardin  rV       -    .  -  ,■-  rr'         f     %     * 

.'  **  Fiend,  devil  in  woman^s  form,"  be  cried.  **  Who  are  you, 
and  bow  d.\re  you  rake  from  the  depths  of  the  past  the  story 
pf  old  days,  and  bring  it  up  like  this  ?  It  is  a  foul  lie.  Who 
has  dared  to  make  me  their  sport  in  this  way  V 

**  Peace,  fool !  you  know  not  what  you  say.  I  have  shown 
jrou  a  true  picture  of  your  life  in  France.  You  can  not  deny 
it  with  truth.  I  could  show  you  more.  I  could  bring  you 
pictures  from  a  long  life  of  guilt.  I  could  show  you  burning 
cabins,  and  old  men  and  women  thrown  on  the  blazing 
rafters.  I  could  show  you  bv-^ve  young  D'Arigny,  murdered 
py  your  bands."  ,.|:if  .  «:c*.-»,.i.i«7  i..|*»..^*^via!*<-»i-:t^-*  i.i.cf  *• 
(  **  Kow,  by  my  patron  saint,  who  could  stand  idly  and  bear 
such  insults  as  these,  does  not  deflerye  the  name  <^  mui. 


^ 


.  >^/''-   ''.aaiL*  JJiA"-  .  ■^^w.Si-iiSia.*  Ok-^  ■ 


r' 


VAOIC    AKD    ICABTKIA 

Where  Is  my  sword  ?     Give  me  bnt   that,  and  then  bring 
In    your  ruffian  brawlers,  one  at  a  time,  and    I  will  face 

••  The  redeeming  quality  in  your  bad  Tffe.lffariot  DuJariHn, 
is  a  certain  kv.iu  of  bravery.  You  do  not  fear  death,  bnt 
only  l>ccpiise  you  believe  death  to  he  annlliilatlon.  Your 
sword  si  ail  be  relumed  to  you  soon,  when  you  have  leave  to 
depart.      At    present,   I    have   something    more    to    ti)ow 

von  *•  "  '^    '  >«*m    >*»'      i"  *  »v    -S/'wr.  »,'^    tra^rv..*    :Ni:n»t 

"  I  Will  sec  no  more^  »*  ''''*-*'  '*''  ^'^  .n  rii.41  ii  ^o  M;:,. 
'■  **  You  must ;  you  spend  a  part  of  the  night  In  this  honse. 
You  shall  be  i^fe.  I  promise  that.  But  if  yon  see  siglits 
which  make  /our  false  heart  quake,  as  you  ihall  see  them, 
it  will  be  becau8€  you  are  guilty  of  innocent  blood.  Yonder 
Is  a  room.  Pass  !n,  and  spend  the  hour  in  sleep,  If  you 
'  can  "  • 

M  will  not.-  "'*>"!  -^ " "'  '•^"'  ^;*'^^  ^'':'  ■^'^'^:^  ^ 

*'  **  Beware,  I  tell  you.*  If  you  refuse,  I  wlH  have  you  selited 
and  chained  to  the  bed.  Take  care  you  do  not  force  me  to 
do  this,  or  you  may  have  cause  to  repent  it."     "  "        . 

*'  What  right  have  you  to  detain  me  r  ' "     ''''''^'  *  "'     ' '^'^* 
"  The  right  of  the  stronger ;  you  are  in  my  power,**  she 

'■■'■■■  -ril  not  endure  it**     '**'  '  ^  ''  '"    -     '*'-  ^^  "  "'''  ^  ^  '"''''\ 
'  '  "  Go,  then.     I  do  not  oppose  you.     Leave  the  house.**    ^' 

He  turned  to  go  away ;  but,  to  his  surprise,  no  door  was 
to  be  seen.  Except  on  the  side  upon  which  the  pictures  had 
been  shown,  which  was  white,  the  room  was  paneled  in  oak. 
But,  in  the  hundred  panels,  who  could  tell  where  the  door 
stood  ?  '       ' 

At  least  I  have  yim  here,**  he  cried,  seizing  ner  suaaenly. 
Your  body  shall  be  my  ransom.** 


it 


•*  Gabriel,  appear  !'*  she  cried. 
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As  she  said  this,  Dujardin  received  a  terrible  blow,  which 

felled  him  to  the  earth,  senseless.     When  he  rose  to  his  feet, 

he  found  the  blood   trickling  from  a  wound   in  his  forehead. 

He  was  alone  in  the  room  ;  no,  not  alone,  for  ghostly  forms 

seemed  to  flit  about  him  on  every  hand,  and,  even  as  he  looked, 

tlie  wall  of  the  room  lightened  suddenly,  and  Uc  saw  another 
picture  si'^^^'^i?^  ^^  l>^in^l  9d  jn^^titf  m)  -^x^^eyy-n  ij^p-^j^^? 
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It  represented  tbe  bank  of  o  rlrer,  in  a  place  wliero  reods 
tud  fern^  grew.  In  the  clistAnce  roto  the  towers  of  »oine 
great  city.  But  the  foreground  of  the  picture  wns  the  tcrri- 
\)Ui  pttBt.  Thtfe»  half  concealed  hy  the  water,  with  her  abun- 
dant tresses  flouting  out  upon  the  waves,  lay  a  woman  whom 
he  remeu>bcred  but  too  well.  That  drowned  face  was  one 
which  he  hnd  cored  for  in  Ills  time,  for  it  was  that  of  Terese 
D'iircy^  the  lost  bride  of  Dcspard. 

These  horrible  pictures  were  too  much  even  for  the  iron 
soul  of  Dujardin.  He  ran  round  the  room  despairingly,  cJulch- 
ing  at  tUe  wnlls  and  b«ating  at  the  panels,  crying  ont  for 
mercy,  1>egging  ihem  in  the  name  of  the  saints  to  l^it  him  out, 
to  go  away  from  such  horrible  sights  and  scenes.  It  was  only 
answered  by  a  mocking  laugh.  He  turned,  and  there,  stand- 
ing close  to  the  wall,  clad  in  tbe  white  habiliments  of  tbe 
grave,  slood  the  <;xact  counterpart  of  the  pictured  face.  She 
was  pointing  one  white  arm  at  the  picture,  and  the  other  at 
lilm.  The  wretched  man  uttered  a  <lespairiug  yell,  and  fell 
prostrate  upon  the  floor,  clutching  at  the  carpet  When  ho 
looked  up  again,  the  picture  was  gone  from  the  wall,  and  the 
figure  had  disappeared.  In  its  place  stood  the  tall  form  of 
^Gabriel. 

**  Rise,"  he  said.     "  You   have  seen  enough.     You  know 
now  why  it  is  that  you  have  not  succeeiled  in  your  enterprises 
of  late.     It  is  because  God  will  not  Aufier  such  a  guilty  wretch 
to  live.     Your  time  is  drawing  near."  ,,     ..,  .  ♦  r  .    .  .?    .  f 
,^^**  Am  I  to  go  now  ?'*  ...,,,  *,r.r  ,*>!.  ,,,»  tM  w.  'f       r.,  . 
7.'*  Yes  ;  unless  you  would  like  to  see  another  picture."    . 

'*  For  heaven's  sake,  do  not  speak  of  it,"  he  gasped. 

*'  Speak  not  of  heaven,  irreverent  scoffer.     Go ;  and  see  to 
it  that  you  do  not  enter  this  street  again."       ^  «  •      «  .  ^  . 
'  «*  No  need  to  tell  me  that,"  said  the  villain,  trembling.     "  I 
shall  keep  clear  of  it     I  was  a  lopl  tQ  come  JU^eJft  the  first 
place."  it 

"  You  are  right ;  it  would  have  been  better  for  you  if  you 
had  stopped  away.     Come." 

He  took  the  mnjor  by  the  hand  and  led  the  way  out  of  the 
hall  and  into  tlie  street  Here  he  received  hid  sword,  and  was 
Bufitered  to  depart.  The  innate  villainy  of  his  heart  vi  as  such 
that  after  receiving  the  weapon,  he  turned  to  thrust  it  iato  the 
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back  of  Gabriel  nn  be  mounted  tbo  steps.     But  thnt  worthy 
man  Imd  faced  nbout  imd  stood  on  bis  guard. 

"  Go  r  be  said.     "  You  will  not  kill  me  to-klgtit^  ^  -     .: 

With  A  muttered  curse,  Dujnrdin  tiiruAt  bis  Hword  into  tbo  p 
saibixird,  nnd  wnlkcd  iway.  He  bad  not  gone  half  a  dozen 
blocks  when  two  men  panned  him.  As  tbcy  did  so,  lie  beard 
Ibc  name  of  Marie  spoken  l)y  one  of  them.  He  was  a  man 
wlio  never  forgot  a  face  or  figure,  and  looking  closely  at  the 
speaker,  even  In  the  darkness  be  thought  be  could  make  out 
the  form  of  Wilton.  Approaching  tbem,  be  took  the  privi- 
lege, as  officer  of  the  uight,  to  demand  tbcir  names  and  busi- 
ness. 

**  And  who  arc  you  ?**  said  the  first  man,  who  was  Despard. 
**  What  do  you  want  with  us  ?" 

**  I  am  3IaJor  Dujardin,  and  I  am  officer  of  the  nlgbt  I 
demand  your  passes.** 

**  You  shall  have  them,  major.  It  seems  (o  nie,  bowcrer, 
that  my  name  ought  to  be  sufficient."  ,, 

**  And  what  is  your  name  ?"  ".  ..         . 

*•  Andrew  Despard."  '    '     /      .  ^>^ 

**  Diuble !  Ilow  came  you  out  on  such  a  night  as  tbisf 
Look  you  here — you  have  betrayed  me."  -r 

"  In  what  manner?" 

**  Others  have  the  secrets  which  you  have  held.  I  know  it, 
because  this  veiy  night  they  have  been  revealecl  to  mo  by  at 
least  two  persons."  * 

**  Did  they  say  they  had  the  knowledge  from  me,  Mt^or 
Dujardin  ?" 

"No." 

"  They  never  had  ibeir  knowledge  from  nic,  wbocver  they 
ifaay  be.  And  yet,  there  is  some  one  in  Montreal  who  knows 
my  histoty:  bow,  I  can  not  tell.     Shall  we  pass  on?" 

"Not  until  I  see  your  passes."  7  '.' 

••  I  thought  my  name  a  sufficient  pass,'*  ,•  * 

"  It  is  not,  however."    '  ••    ..  . 

"Very  good.     Take  us  lo  bead-quarters."  TF  ' 

"  That  is  unnecessary."   *  ♦!     * -i    ... 

"  By  no  means.  I  have  a  little  tale  to  tell  the  Governor. 
He  will  be  i^terc&t0,  qo  doubt     Here  it  my  pasiLif  it  ii 


« >  ^ 
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It  was  not  yet  late,  and  Diijardin  looked  it  over  by  the 
light  of  a  lamp  in  a  window  near  which  they  stood. 

••  *  Doctor  Despard  and  assistant.*  Very  well ;  let  your  as- 
•Istant  step  forward  ;  I  must  see  his  face,"  he  said.     ,  ^  .^  ,_  ^^ 

**  Wliy  do  you  wish  to  see  his  face  f'   ^  ^  ,^^,  .^  "^   ^^S-  a 

"  That  is  noll)ing  to  yon.  I  tell  you  1  suspect  you  very 
grievonsl}',  Doctor  Despard.  Come  forward,  sir.  \t  tAtre  is 
notliing  wrong  Iicre,  there  is  no  reason  why  I  shoulU  not  see 
your  face." 

"  Vraiment,"  said  Wilton,  "  any  thing  yoh  tauo^e.  But, 
upon  my  word,  you  astonish  me.'* 

He  came  close  up  ;o  the  major,  who  retnotcd  the  cloak  and 
peered  into  his  face.  Before  he  had  time  lo  utter  a  cry  of 
surprise,  he  was  seized  by  the  throat  and  Mir.  ed  to  the  ground. 
A  terrible  struggle  took  place,  ami  'bw)  eim  ...anaged  to  get 
his  mouih  free  and  shout  for  ussistanc*^.  There  was  no  help 
for  it  now.  A  dagger  gleimed  in  air,  and  Mariot  Dujardin 
had  seen  his  last  of  earth,  but  that  u  man  ran  out  of  a  house 
near  which  the  struggle  took  place,  and  seized  the  arm  of 
Despard.    ,  .  ,  ^  .  ^     .     .       ?         it  - 

**  Run  for  It,""  cried  tlic  spy  ;  *•  1  am  taken."  .,,    j 

Wilion  saw  that  his  fiiertd  Had  now  three  men  upon  him, 
and  that  a  dozen  more  were  huirying  up  from  different  points. 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  run,  and  attempt  his  rescue 
afterward  if  pos«;ible!  He  darted  down  a  side  street,  leaving 
his  iiieud  struggli^K  wita  an  overwhelming  force  of  bu  ene- 
mie?,   '  •  -        V 

It  cut  Vf  ilton  to  the  heart  to  be  forced  to  do  this,  but 
he  knew  that  Despard  would  not  misjudge  him.  Several 
men  pursued  .he  fugitive  a  short  distance,  and  then  gave  it 
up.  Despard  was  overpowered  by  this  tic  3,  and  was  stand- 
ing, held  back  by  each  arm,  facing  Dujardin.  i^»  j.  ^j^  t^^^.* 

**  Ah-ha  I"  cried  the  latter.  "  So  you  are  a  spy  7  T  would 
have  given  five  of  the  best  years  of  my  life  to  know  this  be- 

"  The  minutes  of  your  life  would  have  l}een  numbered,  but 
for  these  "  replied  Despard,  sternly.  "  It  is  well  for  you  that 
yonder  itiua  stopped  thc^ila'^ger.  A  sto^U  arm,  nerved  Ij;^ 
vengeance,  rs  sure      Jriva  a  stlfT  blade  home."  L.i,F?iTt 

**  I  have  you — I  have  you  I     Devil,  who  will  believe  your 
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story  now  Y  Ah,  you  are  the  masked  mau  who  Belzed  th« 
Governor  and  Secretary.'*  #    ^     t,  x  - 

..  De^'pard  was  silent.  They  took  him  away  and  plunged 
lilm  .  -^/^  >!ir  strongest  cell,  where  he  lay  ^1  night,  with  a 
guard  bio  1:j;  over  him,  with  a  bayonet  at  his  breast.  When 
morning  juir     -e  was  led  out  for  trial        r  '  *  i. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A    STRANGE   MEKTTNG, 

,  Thky  brought  him  out,  heavily  guarded,  and  set  him  face 
to  face  with  the  Governor  and  council.  Looking  about  upon 
the  many  faces  in  the  room,  Despard  could  not  see  one  which 
^  had  any  sympathy  with  him.  Every  countenance  expressed 
a  firm  determination.  Indeed,  he  looked  for  no  mercy.  It 
had  *'^en  a  pv  t  of  his  plan  to  meet  death  bravely,  if  by  any 
chance  he  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy.  There  was  a 
half-tlefiant  look  in  his  face  which  surprised  them.       ■    ' 

"  Doctor  Andrew  Despard,"  said  the  Governor,  gravely, 
"  you  stand  here  charged  with  a  grave  crime.  Far  be  it  from 
ine  to  anticipate  your  sentence.  I  hope  that  your  witnesses 
may  be  strong  enough  to  bear  dow  ^  the  array  of  proof  which 
can  be  brought  against  you.  The  crime  with  which  you  are 
*  charged  is  that  of  l>2^»*aying  the  country  which  gave  you  birth, 

to  our  enemies.     I  hope  it  is  untme."  ;=   -  .,  .  ^    • 

**  Sir,"  8  id  Despard,  promptly,  "  as  for  betraying  the  coun- 
try which      ve  me  birth,  ^  ;  me  say  to  you  what  I  have  never 
said  to  a  Frenchman  before:  I  am  an  Englishman.'* 
^  **  An  Englishman  r*     *».»? Y.  '  <T  •  i       ]' 

"  Yes.  What  I  have  done,  I  have  done.  I  had  an  object 
in  it.  Go  on  with  the  trial,  since  you  assure  me  of  a  feir  one. 
I  believe  you  honorable  enough  to  accord  me  that"    •     *.  - 

A  murmur  of  surprise  and  anger  ran  through  the  assembly. 
They  had  no  compr^s^on  for  him  now.     An  EnglitUnum  t 
Then  he  had  deceived  them  all  these  years.        ^  .  ^    -   > 
4ii"  Doctor  Despard,"  said  the  Governor,  "■  you  al%  a^CDsS  of 
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being  an  English  spy.  What  aay  you  to  llie  charge  ?  QuiKj 
or  not  guilty  r  '  •'  '  ^  ''^  ^"'  .  :a  j.>;1'ki/.^>>      , 

*«*  Guilty  !"  8?iid  Despurd.  **  y«3,  a  thoiisaml  time«  guilty. 
I  &m  proud  of  J^'hai  I  have  K\in\^^  I  sliouUl  go  to  iny  grave 
iu  aorruw,  and  nev^^r  rest  quietly  tl^re,  if  I  had  uot  this 
thought  to  sustain  me.  For  years  I  Imve  labored  to  do  what 
I  could  to  break  dowu  the  power  and  glory  of  France  in  this 
section.  I  am  proud  in  the  belief  that  I  have  done  it  well. 
The  foe  is  at  your  gates.   -  Yet  a  few  hours,  and  this  proud  jt 

city  will  be  overrun  by  English  troops.  I  had  hoped  to  see 
it  and  triumph  in  it.  I  am  only  grieved  to  lose  this  salisFac- 
tion."  y  i    ;        i  -  ,.       ., 

"  He  confesses,"  said  the  Governor.  **  Secretary,  make  a 
hiiuute  of  his  words.  You  know  what  your  fate  will  be, 
Desparcl  I  wish  to  learn  some  thiugs  which  have  always 
been   shrouded    in   mystery.     Will   yitu  anawer   my    (juei* 

■    **  With  ploa$ur« ;  yoi^luvv^  treated  m^  ^cU/*  repli^  Dea* 

pard,'-"-- ■'      ■'-■'■     ■'•.  :  ^  •   ' .    '    ■'  '■"''..  r. 

**  Iq  the  ftrst  place,  let  me  ask  who  it  was  took  the  planlof 
QUI  last  campaign  fi-om  the  table  liefore  me^  at  the  council  in 
the  castle  ?     The  ligUt  was  accidentally  overturned,  and  when 

again  relighted,  the  paper  was  gone."  , ^ 

"/ took  it,**  said  Despard,  quietly.        --      /;  ;;    '• 

You  have  heard  a  snarl  run  through  a.  cage  of  wild  beasit 

when  the  tamer  appeal's  a.aoug  tli^m.     A  sound  much  lika 

this  was  heard  in  the  room  at  this  confession.     The  loss  of 

that  papex  had  nearly  ruined  a  good  campaign.      .      m-  t^iJ^iV 

**You  sent  it  to  the  English?'*^     t     ;       i.  ^  i 

*•  Yea;  Wilton  look  it  to  them."»'^»    -    ^-  '^-^  " 

,    "  Willi  a^Ied  thia  Wilton^  knowu  as  tlie.  Silen;t  Slajr«r,  10 

"  I  did,"  replied  Despard.  *'  When  we  paited,  alter  lus  es- 
cape, I  gave  him  the  paper." 

^VHyseif  and  Secretary  were  set  upon  tlie  other  nighl  i» 
the  street,  and  robbed  of  important  papers.  One  of  the  me» 
vej^  8i{ta^d  us.  was  tills  some  Wilton.     Who  was  his  com* 

"  It  was  myself,"  replied  Despard,  witk  a:  qafet'  smilm  %4t 
*V%itI     \!L  is  impossible!     That  man  yt^  %xl  imcQQth 
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BugllsIiriKiD,  and  spoke  in  the  rough,  nide  \yay  Uieir  /hrettei* 

have."  —    — - 

"  Nevertheless,  it  was  I"  said  Despard.  **  Ton  ^ow  no- 
thing of  my  cKsguiscs.  I  have  come  to  you  in  more  shapes 
than  one.  As  Doctor  Despard  1  am  weJl  known  to  you,  but 
1  have  oilier  shapes*'*        ^       .      >  »  j.  r/     *   ^?a   .<-  >^ 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  clamor  at  the  door ;  the  guards 
scattered  right  and  left,  ami  CV^irad  broke  in.     His  distorted 
figure  seemed  to  grow  as  he  sttxKl  liefore  them.       -  >  ••  ^'    •   '« 
-^  f*'  **^What  means   all  this?      Have-  tUey   harmed  you,  Aii- 

drew?''       *       .  '  ' 

"  No,  good  Coniad.     Why  do  you  come  liers-?     You  can 
do  me  no  good.'* 
.   "  I  can  at  least  die  by  your  side,"  said  Conrad,  firmly* 

**  Let  me  beg  you  to  retire,  Conrad.     My  course  is  run.     I 

have  confessed  that  I  am  a  spy  of  the  English.     My  sentence 

will  be  death.     You  must  go  away."  — 

^        -»  "Not  yet,'*  said  Dujardin.     *'  Order  tlie  guards  to  seize  (his 

fbllow,  my  chief.     He  is  the  friend  of  Despard,  and  no  df)ubt 

privy  to  his  designs."  «     *  -    •  *   ^  -*    ' 

m  "  His  friend,  Mariot  Dujardin  ?     Yes,  and  thy  enemy  to  the 
deatli  I"  •   K'#*j*'- A'^?    •.••.,•■:  ,r  ,-,     ■.      -,-,  ^.jn*  jj:-.*;.  ■->,* 

**^Go  away,  Conrad.  If  yon  love  me,  do  not  make  my  Inst 
hours  bitter  by  suck  words  as  these.  You  will  only  do  your- 
self harm.     Go  !"-'"•  "^  ^   V  /     -4 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Conrad.  **  To  all  you  who  stand 
gaping  at  n^e,  I  here  proclaim  that  I  have  been  the  aider  and 
jf  abettor  of  this  man  Despard  in  all  his  acts  against;  the  powet 
and  glory  of  France.  Not  an  act  of  his  have  I  not  beett  cog- 
nizant of.  I  have  carried  messages  in  tiie  dead  of  night  from 
man  to  man.  I  have  plotted  in  secret,  all  for  the  downfall 
of  Franco**^-  ,  j.^.  i  .^*  ...  ;    ..  ,      ^ 

'^  Seize  him  !**  cried  the  Governor*.   A'il  I   -j     '  i 

"  He  has  destroyed  himself,"  murmured  Despard.  "  I  ani^ 
fatal  to  all  who  love  me.  It  were  better  that  I  were  m  mj: 
grave.'*  ^-^^f^v^rff^j  ^it.t  mm  ' '^       '':■  *^ii '^* 

But  Conrad  fell  at  his.  feet,  and  wrapped  his  long  arms 
oJiQut  his  knees.    *?  •  -  *     .^  .^*  "^'-afT^'iD     .to  •.;      >^:i  I 

•*  My  master,"  he  cried,  **  we.  will  die  together.  Conrad  Ihut 
moQt  ntiiw  caa  iu^Mto  a  beUor  &t« ikMi  this.     I  bart  fifed 
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by  your  tide,  and  you  shall  see  me  die  as  bravely  as  if  I  had 
a  better  form  llian  this." 
H   The  guards  laid  bands  upon  him. 

t^H**  Off,  you  vile  pack  1"  he  shouted.  "  Ofi;  -I  say  I  1  am 
your  prisoner,  and  shall  not  attempt  to  escape.  Fools  that 
you  are,  do  you  not  see  that  I  came  here  to  die  ?  Why  should 
I  escape  when  ^  stands  there  ?'*  ,  «ui    r^       t      <.       * 

,  *'  Nothing  now  remains,"  said  the  Governor,  making  a  sig- 
nal to  the  guards  to  stand  back,  "  but  to  ask  the  decision  of 
the  couit.  Of  your  guilt  there  remains  no  doubt,  for  both 
confess  it.  Before  I  ask  the  decision  of  this  court,  let  me  ask 
you,  where  is  the  English  spy,  the  Silent  Slayer?'* 

**  I  know  not  Safe  from  your  hands,  I  hope.  Come,  your 
sentence.  Give  me  your  hand,  my  noble  Conrad ;  we  can 
die  bravely  yet.  It  is  something,  after  all,  to  know  that  wo 
have  been  true  to  each  other,  and  to  our  oaths,  tiiis  many  a 
year." 

e  ,,:**  Silence  r  said  Dujardin,  stooping  over  from  the  place 
where  he  stood,  and  striking  the  prisoner  on  the  mouth  with 
the  flat  of  his  hand.  ?   -  -«   -  i  «-<  -.  .  , 

Despard  had  endured  much  that  day — the  threats  of  the 
eyes  about  him,  the  gallows  before  him,  the  sacrifice  of  Con- 
rad, and  the  ill-concealed  triumph  in  the  face  of  Dujardin. 
But,  when  he  felt  the  blow,  he  lifted  his  manacled  hands  and 
brought  them  down  with  resistless  force  upon  the  head  of  the 
insulter.  Nothing  but  the  thick  ca;y  he  wore  prevented  his 
skull  from  being  beaten  in  like  an  eggshell.  As  it  was,  he  lay 
prostrate,  the  Uood  gushing  iu.  a  gory  stream  from  his  mouth 
and  nose.         '  ,•  t  -^ 

**  He  has  killed  him,"  said  one  of  the  officers,  as  he  stooped 
to  raise  him. 

"  Served  him  right,  for  striking  a  prisoner,"  said  anothcl*. 

*'  Eh,  bien,"  said  D'Aumale,  the  Secretary,  taking  snuff  to 
an  alarming  extent,  "  he  strikes  well.     Ah-ha,  Monsieur  Du- 

jardlja  I   ,-^^-p  ^   44^.17  ;f;>jj^:5    *rt*) rf  3 1      /yr-    "■A-:  iftAr  um  «»  ;l*i>-'i 

"  Is  he  dead  f  said  the  Governor.  ^'   ^'mfwn- 

^lifNot  your  excellency,  only  stunned.'*  it  ii  T  in  umj  Ui& 

"  Take  aim  out     Gentlemen,  you  who  adjudge  these  meu 
guilty  of  death,  raise  your  right  hand8."i^^fc^'V**5ni:.;^4  iM.*' 
^  Erery  hapd  was  niised,  und  the  Governor  stood  «p.     ^auti^ 
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"'  •*  You,  Doctor  Andrew  Despard,  nnd  yon,  Conrad  Dumont, 
;ipon  your  own  confession,  are  adjudged  guilty  of  death  by 
this  council.  It  remains  for  me  lo  pass  sentence  upon  you. 
You  will  proceed  from  this  place  to  the  prison,  and  from  that 
prison  yon  will  bo  led  out  to-morrow  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning  to  the  place  of  execution,  and  theie  hanged  by  the 
neck  till  you  are  dead ;  and  raay  the  Saints  have  mercy  on 
your  souls." 

The  stern  guard  closed  in  about  them  and  conducted  them 
again  to  prison.  The  room  in  which  they  were  to  be  confined 
was  a  strong  one,  in  the  center  of  the  building — a  room  which, 
even  if  the  prisoner  managed  to  break,  would  leave  him 
within  the  prison  still.  They  heard  the  heavy  bolts  and  bars 
fall,  and  knew  that  all  hope  was  gone.  It  was  their  last  day 
on  earth.  '  "* 

Despard  lay  down  upon  the  hard  bed  and  hid  his  face. 
Conrad  crouched  at  his  feet,  like  a  faithful  dog.  It  was  his 
nature  to  give  up  all  for  the  master  he  loved,  as  a  servant 
never  loved  master  before  in  all  his  time.  ^   •       .f-^:MNja  " 

A  fearful  thing  is  it  to  wait  in  prison  for  the  death  which 
comes  upon  the  morrow  I  '  «.:«.•■• 

"  Despard  had  nerved  himself  to  meet  his  fate,  and  yet  it 
was  terrible.  He  had  been  more  happy  since  he  had  the  love 
and  sympathy  of  Marie  and  her  lover.  He  had  even  dreamed 
of  a  life  which,  while  it  could  never  be  truly  happy,  would 
be  better  than  his  career  for  the  past  years.  All  those  hopes 
were  ashes  now. 

'  ■  **  I  should  like  (o  see  Dujardin  once  before  I  die,*'  said 
Despard.  "  I  should  like  to  have  him  know  what  it  is  which 
Jias  blocked  his  war  so  much  since  he  came  to  Montreal."   • 

"You  can  write  it,"  said  Conrad.-^*     -j^/ '^^l    >/ ^^ir.Ai^t.  -> 

"  I  will  do  it,"  said  he.  "  He  shall  know  that  it  is  the 
avenger  of  Terese  who  followed  liim  and  made  bis  life  bitter 
to  hhn.''^'*'*-'^  ,i>^».a'r   \U^iu>i'i  .^hM  A     ni^utap  t^iniji   ok 

The  jailer  came  in,  bringing  them  food.  Neither  had 
much  appelitt  The  fsUow  stood  by  mitil  they  pushed  the 
dishes  back,  and  then  took  them  up  to  go.  Despard  looked 
him  in  the  fiico. 

"Your  name  is  Justin  June,"  said  fife.  "Come  her^*'*I 
wish  to  speak  to  you.**  ^  *  -     - 
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**  Against  orders,  raessieurs.     I  must  go,"  replied  tho  keeper. 

**  Oil,  but  I  liHve  something  to  tell  either  to  you  or  tho 
Governor,"  said  Despard.  '*  Do  you  remember  the  escape  of 
a  priaoncr  from  this  very  room  three  years  ago?  I  remember 
that  there  was  some  mystery  in  the  matter,  to  the  authorities. 
There  was  none  to  mo.  The  man  who  escaped  told  me  who 
helped  him." 

*'  Be  quiet,  can't  you  ?"  muttered  the  man,  turning  pale. 
•*  Why  need  you  bellow  it  out  so  loud?"  .      •       j^ 

"I  can  prove  what  I  say/  said  Despard.  " Come  close  to 
me.  Either  you  must  do  as  much  for  us  as  you  did  for  that 
man,  or  I  will  inform  on  you." 

"  I  bavc  heard  before  that  you  were  the  devil.  Cor  rad,  and 
now  I  believe  U,"  said  the  man.  '*  You  told  your  master 
that." 

"  Speak  to  the  point,  my  man.  Will  you  assist  us  ?"  re- 
plied Despard. . 

"  I  will  try.     I  must,  I  suppose."  , 

**  Enough.  If  I  do  not  hear  from  you  an  hour  after  dark, 
I  will  send  word  to  the  Governor  that  I  have  an  important 
revelation  to  make."  -■   .  .   -^    , 

**  ril  come,"  said  June.  "  Don*t  be  too  hard  on  a  man. 
What  will  you  give  *?"  -  >  ^    i      ,;      ;     .     , 

.  "  I  will  make  yoa  rioh  enough  to  buy  the  house  you  have 
been  looking  at  so  long,  and  to  marry  little  Marianna  Lefebre, 
whom  you  love  so  well.  Now  go.  And  let  me  hear  from 
you  soon."  -^  ?*       .    , 

The  jailer  lrx)k  up  his  dishes  and  departed.  He  soon  after  t( 
left  tJie  prison,  and  at  a  Jew  shop  near  the  river,  purchased 
a  rope  aboul  tea  fathoms  in  length.  This  purchase  caused 
considerable  playful  banter  between  himself  and  the  sliop- 
keeper  as  to  Hhs  use  he  intended  to  make  of  if.  As  he  turned 
to  leave  the  sliop  souie  one  touched  him  on  the  shoulder. 
He    turned  0"'ckly.     A  lady,  closely  vailed,  stood   by    his 

,**  You  are  Justin  June,  the  jailer,  are  you  not  ?"  she  said. 

/*  The  samCf  madame,"  he  answered. ':, j  '  ,    j  g»,(r:u; 

'*  Come  to  the  Rue  Bartolemy  in  half  an  hour.  A  large 
"house,  near  tiie  corner  of  the  alley.  li  Ims  a  browB  door 
and  heavy  shutters,"  she  said,  ^  tiot  <?i  vi>  5<^^   »'  ^t  "  -^ 
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•*  I  know  the  place/*  sp.id  the  jailer.  "  Why  should  I 
come  there  f* 

*'  I  will  make  It  worth  your  trouble,"  said  the  lavly.  "  You 
would  do  well  to  come.'* 

*'  Just  as  you  tliiuk.  I  must  go  at  once,  if  I  go  at  alL  I 
have  no  time  4o  waste."  ^, 

"  Go  on,  then.     I  will  he  with  you  soon." 

An  hour  after,  the  jailer  left  the  large  house  In  the  Rue 
Bartolemy,  with  a  smiling  and  determined  visage.  Whatever 
the  reasond  for  calling  him  there  might  have  been,  it  was 
evident. that  they  accorded  with  his  own  views. 

He  managetl  to  make  an  errand  to  the  cell  of  Despard 
shortly  after,  and  while  busy  in  looking  at  the  fastenings  of 
Lis  fetters,  whispered :     ,  ...  y 

"  Observe  what  I  drop  upon  the  bed.**  .     • 

It  was  a  small  key,  exactly  like  the  one  he  wrts  fittfng  into 
the  fetters.  Bespard  (!overed  it  with  his  hand  and  managed 
to  slip  it  into  his  pocket. 

"  Very  good,**  said  the  jailer.  "  Now  observe  that  nothing 
can  be  done  until  I  give  you  a  signal  which  you  will  under- 
stand when  it  comes.  By  the  way,  you  have  a  lady  working 
f(U*  you.** 

'' miriP' ly Arigny  r  '      '    '  "     "' 

"I^o.  I  know  Tier  very  well.  It  is  a  lady  who  lives  In 
the  Rne  Bartolemy.  She  said  your  life  was  dearer  to  her 
than  her  own." 

"Conrad,"  said  Despard,  "  a:n  I  g"^lng  mactf'  What 
Woman  is  there  in  all  the  world,  beside  Marie,  who  cares  for 
me  ?     She  must  be  mistaken  in  her  man,  Justin." 

"  No.  She  gave  your  name  in  full.  I  aim  toi  meet  her 
outside  the  walls  to-night  and  arrange  a  little  plan.  "Be  tran- 
quil.    We  may  do  something  for  you  yet"  '  \     ' 

"  If  I  had  a  weapon." 

'*  You  shall  have  one.     I  must  leave  you  now.**        '    * 

When  he  \Vas  gone,  a  new  hope  sprung  u^  in  the  bosotns 
of  the  two  men.  But,  Despard  could  not  understand  who 
this  lady  of  the  Rue  Bnrlolemy  'jould  be.  He  racked  Kis 
brain  in  vain.  To  be  sure,  he  had  befriended  many  a  poor 
tvoraan  by  his  knowledge  of  medicine,  bat  this  one  the  jailer 
described  as  a  "  lady.**     Who  could  it  bet  ^       \x  ^ 
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The  hoars  passed  In  feverish  nnxiety.  It  grew  dark  and 
the  Jailer  entered,  accompanied  by  an  ofllccr,  and  they  looked 

I  oyer  tiie  Irons  of  the  prisoners  together.  '        „ 

**  Where  is  your  key  ?"  said  tlie  officer. 
The  Jailer  took  it  from  a  pocket  in  his  blonsc  and  gave  It 

{  to  him.     He  fitted  it  into  the  lock  of  the   fetters,  satisfied 

'  himself  that  they  were  strong,  and  returned  the  key  to  the 

.    Jailer.  :       ' 

**  This  is  your  last  visit  to-night,  Is  it  not  V*  said  the  Jailer. 

i  *'  I  come  again  at  two  in  the  morning,*'  replied  the  officer. 

**  Then  the  prisoners  had  better  try  and  get  a  little  rest. 
They  have  not  much  time  to  waste,  and  what  they  have  to  do 
to  close  up  their  accounts  must  be  done  at  once.** 

Despard  understood  the  emphasis  put  upon  the  last  two 
words.     The  two  passed  out  and  the  Jingle  of  the  officer's 

I  spurs  sounded  along  the  passage.     Despard  produced  the  key 

and  unlocked  the  fettti^s  upon  Conrad's  hands  and  feet.  The 
deformed  man  then  did  the  same  kind  office  for  his  master. 
This  had  hardly  been  done,  when  a  slight  sound  in  the  rear 
of  the  room  attracted   their  attention.     Looking  that  way, 

5  Despard  saw  a  large  stone  which  formed  part  of  the  wall 

I  begin  to  move,  and  the  next  moment  ik  swung  aside,  revealing 

an  opening  large  enough  to  admit  the  body  of  a  man.  The 
face  of  jl^ustin  June  appeared  at  this  opening,  and  he  beckoned 

}  Ihem  silently  to  come.     They  had  already  removed   their 

*  boots  and  moved  noiselessly  over  the  floor.     Conrad  passed 

througli   the   opening   first,  and   was   followed   by  Despard. 

^  They  found  themselves  in  a  sort  of  alley  between  two  cells. 

June  seized  a  hand  of  each,  and  led  them  Hway.  Familiar 
with  every  inch  of  the  building,  in  which  he  had  been  em- 
ployed for  ten  years,  he  led  them  on.  To  the  surprise  of 
Despard,  he  went  toward  the  top  of  the  building,  never 
loosening  his  hold  of  their  hands,  nor  speaki.ig  a  word. 
^,They  understood  the  necessity  of  caution  and  scarcely 
breathed.  A  sense  of  the  danger  kept  them  silent.  They 
knew  that  guards  were  posted  in  every  part  of  the  building, 
and  that  only  the  skill  and  knowledge  of  the  prison  possessed 
by  the  Jailer  could  carry  tliem  safely  through  the  toils.  At 
last  they  stood  upon  the  roof  of  the  prison.  It  was  one 
of  those  flat-topped  structures  then  in  vogue,  ivitb  a  parapet 
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aT)OUt  two  feet  lilgli.  Tliey  stood  tliere,  and  looked  out  upon 
the  city.  An  unusual  stir  could  lie  noted  In  tlie  streets,  for 
that  hour  of  the  uight.  Men  were  hurrying  by  in  the  greatest 
dismuy,  sliouling  to  each  other. 

**  Wlml  means  this?"  said  Dcspard,  In  a  whisper. 

•*  The  English,"  replied  ;hc  Jailer. 
.     "Hal     Are  they  here?" 

"  They  are  coming  in  force.     D'Levi  has  been  beaten  back. 
Irom  Quebec,  after  beating  the  enemy  in  the  open  field.     Ah, 
btth  I     It  is  all  over  with  us  in  Canr.ja." 

**  Thank  God,"  said  Despard.  "  1  have  waited  and  watched 
for  this.  That  man  loves  France.  Her  honcr  and  glory  he 
has  always  placed  before  his  own.  I  can  die  contented,  If 
France  is  beaten."  .   . 

**  You  would  do  belter  to  see  about  your  escape,*'  Bald  the 
Jailer,  angrily.  r  ,     ..    .    f  *  , 

^.  •"  You  are  right.     How  is  it  to  be  done  from  this  point  ?" 

**  Easily  enough.  Here  is  a  rope.  Tie  it  to  this  chimney." 
:  They  fastened  it  firmly,  and  drew  the  knot  tight.  "  Go 
down,"  said  Despard,  waving  his  hand.  '•' 

"  You  fi.*st,  my  master,"  replied  Conrad  ;  **  and  when  you 
reach  the  ground,  wait  not  for  me,  but  escape  for  your 
life."  --; 

It  was  not  a  time  to  dally.  Despard  dropped  over  the  para- 
pet and  s!  d  to  the  earth.  Conrad  followed.  The  jailer  re- 
mained upon  the  roof.  Some  one,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  re- 
ceived them  below.  i       . 

"This  way,"  said  a  low  voice. 
.     "  What  is  this  ?"  cried  some  one  at  this  moment.     "  They 
escape.     77*e«,  camarades,/<?M.''* 

'  A  blaze  of  light  from  a  dozen  muskets  illuminated  the 
scene.  Despard  saw  the  person  who  had  received  him  stag- 
ger, and  satisfied  that  he  had  re.  eived  some  hurt,  caught  him 
up  in  his  arms,  and  calling  to  Conrad  to  follow,  darted  down  a 
Bide  street,  toward  the  river,  in  the  way  he  expected  the 
English  troops.  He  knew  that,  by  this  time,  they  must  have 
been  pushed  far  up  the  island,  and  be  hoped  to  find  some  of 
their  outposts.  He  was  not  stuprised  when  a  deep  voice 
cried  in  English: 
^;  •*  Who  009$  thsreV*  ., ,     ...    ,  ...    .«    i.,  n,,.  t  t  ki>>wv  ^» 
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•*  A  fHend,'*  crhsd  Despard.  ••  If  you  are  Englishmen,  glT« 
mcnfd."  •' 

•*  QrHcions  lieaven  P*  cried  the  chnllenger,  **  it  ii  De»pard  /** 

"  Wilton  r 

"  The  Tcry  man.  Old  Mend,  this  cheers  my  heart.  I  never 
thouglit  to  look  upon  your  face  ngiiin." 

**  Ni   lime  lor  words.     I  am"  pursued.     Have  you  a  boatf* 

"  Yes  ;  I  was  coming  to  your  aid.  I  meant  to  bring  you 
off,  or  leave  my  sculp  in  Montreal.  Stand  close,  boys.  Here 
tliey  come.  Give  them  a  taste  of  your  rifles.  That  will 
sicken  them.'* 

A  sharp  clicking  sound  succeeded  the  order  as  the  men 
cocked  their  rifles.  They  ft^rmed  a  part  of  that  famous  band 
of  rangers  who  did  such  distinguished  service  in  the  Cana* 
dian  wars.  Their  gi*cen  uniforms  and  jaunty  caps  told  that 
to  Despard,  who  knew  the  corps.  But  their  number  wat 
small — a  ffew  picked  scouts  who  could  be  trusted  in  such  a 
service  as  this,  and  who  had  been  smuggled  out  of  camp  one 
at  a  time  to  escape  the  prying  eyes  of  Putnam,  Lewis  ai\d 
Warren,  who  would  not  have  allowed  some  of  their  best  men 
to  go  on  so  desperate  an  enterprise. 

A  motley  gn)up  of  soldiers,  Indians,  and  Canadian  parQ- 
sans  came  on  in  pursuit.  Those  deadly  rifles  were  lifted,  and  a 
close  Are  poured  in  the  crowded  mass.  They  swayed  back 
with  yells  of  terror,  having  got  into  a  hornet's  nest  without 
knowing  it.  ='"     ,  ■  .       ..  ....  ,; 

"  Into  the  boat,"  cried  Wilton.  "  I  wonder  how  they  liked 
that?     Why,  what  have  you  here,  Despard  ?"      '  *  ' 

'  "A  young  fellow  who  helped  me  to  escape.     Fm  afraid  he 
Is  hurt." 

"Not  much,"  said  a  feeble  voice.     **^It  is  in  my  shoulder." 

**  I  say,"  said  Jake  Dowdle,  a  famous  scout  of  the  Cham- 
plain  region,  wlio  had  come  out  with  the  party,  "  seems  to  me 
that's  a  gal's  voice." 

At  this  moment  a  rocket  '^ras  sent  up  on  the  river  beTo# 
them.  -  -        •  ^ 

By  the  momentary  gfare,  Despard  caught  a  gltmp!«e  of  Ae 
face  which  lay  In  the  hollow  of  his  arm.  He  uttt^ed  a  cry, 
half  in  joy,  half  in  sorrow,  and  tore  the  cloak  away.    ';  '^    ^"^ 

••  Terese  I  I  call  you  by  that  name  by  which  I  knew  you  in 
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those  bappy  days  in  Normnndy.  8peak,  and  tell  me  that  I  do 
not  dream,  and  a  life  of  ngony  is  ntoned  for,  in  the  bliss  of 
tliis  mom<nl." 

,  tj  Hold  nie  close  to  your  heart,  Cbarlea.  W«  will  nfever  be 
parltjd  aigjiin." 

It  WU8  a  Htranflfe  meeting.  Tn  the  darkness,  upon  the 
flowing  river,  lie  held  the  woman  be  so  tenderly  loved  even 
wben  lie  tbougbt  sbe  lay  in  her  grave,  close  to  bis  beuting 
heart.  The  sorrow  of  the  past  was  all  forgotten  then.  Tiio 
men  in  tlie  boat  kept  silence.  Tliougb  but  rough  border 
men,  they  recognized  in  this  the  work  of  the  Deity  we  all 
adore. 

"  Oars,"  said  Wilton.     "  We  have   trouble   ahead.     Keep 

your  rifles  handy.     I  don*t  like  those  rockets.     If  the  Qov- 

tmor  only  could  get  a  chance  to  hang  me  to-night,  I  think  ho 

would  be  content  to  give  up  tlic  city  to-morrow.     Ha ;  there 

«if  a  canoe.     Into  her  P 

They  l)ent  to  their  oars.  There  was  a  crash,  and  the  stout 
bateau  glided  over  the  demolished  canoe,  leaving  the  occu- 
oants  struggling  in  the  river.  A  wild  shout  from  the  ranger* 
titeslcd  their  triumph.  It  was  of  short  duralion,  liowever. 
The  stream  below  them  seemed  to  l)e  alive  with  lights,  and 
Uiev  knew  that  their  retreat  was  cut  off  below.  It  was  hard. 
N<»t  half-a-mile  now  intervened  between  them  and  the  troops 
of  the  English,  who  were  camped  upon  the  island,  under  the 
lead  of  Colcmel  Haviland. 

Tlie  spy  had  known  that  they  were  near  at  hand,  but  had 
not  thought  them  so  near  as  this.  All  the  tumult  and  disar- 
ray he  had  seen  that  night  were  caused  by  the  entrance  into 
IhecJty  of  M.  de  Bourlemaquc,  at  the  head  of  the  forces  which 
had  been  forced  back  by  the  coming  of  Murray  and  liord 
Hollo.  On  the  other  hand,  Haviland  had  forced  De  Bourgain- 
ville  into  the  city  from  the  other  side ;  and  sixteen  thousand 
men  now  lay  camped  about  the  city  walls.  Montreal  was 
doomed.  ,        ,       ,  .  .' 

Nearly  frantic  wit1i  rage  at  the  grefit  loss  which  was  com- 
ing upon  France,  the  leading  men  in  Montreal  cared  more  for 
the  trtkiug  of  these  spies  than  they  would  have  done  under 
any  other  circumstances.  The  river  was  lined  with  troops. 
Tbt  woods  w#re  full  of  Indiana.     In  this  exireml^^  tliej 
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adopted  a  plan  which,  for  boldness,  has  few  parallels  in  liif- 
tory. 

They  turned  back  and  reentered  the  city. 

In  llje  confusion  then  exist insj,  and  in  the  darkness.  It  was 
a  comparatively  easy  thing  to  reach  Anselmo's  house.  Con- 
rad led  them,  and  knowing-  the  house  well,  he  undertook  to 
find  the  key.  This  done,  the  men,  some  ten  i  .  number,  en- 
tered the  house.  No  light  was  needed  ;  Despard  guided  Ihem 
to  the  secret  place  in  the  wall  and  sent  them  in. 

"  How  is   this  ?"  said   one   of  the   men  ;  "  neatest   biding 
place  I  ever  saw.     Tljis  is  rather  cute:  ten  of  old   Put  and 
Rogers*  best  scouts  cooped  up  in  the  city !     Suppose  our  men 
get  licked,  what  a  nice  box  we  w^ould  be  in,  to  be  sure !" 

"  Kather,"  said  Jake  Dowdle.  **  You'd  like  it,  I  s'pose,  you 
duined  fool." 

"  The  house  has  a  double  wall,  as  you  see,"  said  Despard. 
"  That  is  some  of  Conrad's  work.     He  is  a  mason  by  trade;^ 
and  delights  in  building  queer  hiding-places." 

**  I  thought  Conrad  never  cared  for  any  man  but  you, '  said 
Wilton. 

**  He  will  do  any  thing  for  Anselmo  which  be  will  do  for 
me,"  said  Despard.  "  Do  not  keep  me  here  ;  I  must  go  to 
Terese ;  she  is  hurt.  Oh,  my  God,  what  if  she  should  die 
now  !" 

*'  I  trust  not,  Despard,"  said  Wilton.  "  I  hope  you  have 
before  you  many  happy  years ;  you  deserve  them,  if  any  man 
does." 

**  I  don't  know ;  I  have  a  strange  foreboding  that  all  is  not 
over  yet.     Let  me  go  now.'* 

He  went  back  to  the  rooms  above  ;  Terese  was  still  lying 
upon  the  couch  where  he  had  placed  her,  with  Conrad 
bending  over  her.  The  faithful  fellow  was  nearly  mad  with 
joy ;  the  mistress  he  had  loved  so  dearly  had  come  back  to 
him.  Despard  dressed  the  wound,  which  was  slight,  and  then 
lacing  her  head  upon  his  breast,  drew  from  her  the  story  of 
ber  life.  He  found  that  she  had  spent  eight  years  in  a  con- 
vent, without  taking  the  vail.  At  the  end  of  tliat  time,  a  man 
who  had  been  in  Montreal  told  in  her  hearing  that  he  had  seen 
a  man  in  Canada,  who  called  himself  Despard,  who  was  her 
UmI  loYer.     8he  lefl  the  convent  and  came  to  Canada.     Here 
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she  spent  a  year  in  searching  for  Despard,  and  she  found  him 
engaged  in  the  execution  of  a  vow.  Slie  had  a  talent  for 
painting.  Tlie  pictures  v.iiich  Dujardin  had  '^  upon  tlie 
wall  were  painted  by  her,  and  the  effect  was  produced  by 
cur  *ns,  which  made  the  pictures  seem  to  be  thrown  upon 
the  wall  itself  She  had  met  Despard  but  once,  and  that  was 
on  the  night  when  he  stopped  her  in  the  street. 

The  night  was  short  to  them  ;  the  daylight  came,  and  found 
them  still  seated  there,  talking  of  the  strange  events  which 
had  befallen  them  since  the  time  when  Despard  fled,  with  the 
brand  of  felon  on  him,  and  Terese  was  thought  to  have  found 
a  grave  under  the  waters  of  the  Seine.  The  ten  years  which 
had  passed  had  not  changed  the  heart  of  either,  and  they 
loved  more  ardently  now  than  when  they  roamed,  hand  iu 
hand,  through  the  verdant  groves  of  Normandy. 
^Forgetful  of  every  thing,  they  did  not  see  the  face  which 
^^s  peering  in  at  the  window.  It  was  that  of  Langlier,  the 
man  who  had  seen  Wilton  on  the  occasion  of  his  first  visit  to 
the  house  of  Anselmo  !  He  remained  a  moment  in  doubt, 
and  then  stole  silently  away. 

It  was  nearly  noon  before  any  thing  was  done.  Despard 
sent  some  food  and  wine  to  the  men  imprisoned  in  the  wall, 
and  remained  himself  to  attend  to  the  comfort  of  Terese. 
He  did  not  notice  the  broken  blind,  or,  with  his  keen  head, 
he  would  have  suspected  somettiing.  Conrad  determined  to 
risk  a  visit  to  Marie.  He  slipped  over  the  garden  wall,  and 
entered  the  house  through  the  kitchen.  Here  he  found  An- 
nette, who  told  him  that  anicles  of  capitulation  were  being 
drawn  up,  and  that  the  party  had  only  to  remain  quiet  for  a 
few  hours,  and  all  would  be  well.  He  hurried  back  after  tell- 
I  ing  Annette  what  to  say  to  Marie,  and  went  to  the  room  where 
his  master  was.  To  his  surprise,  it  was  full  of  armed  men, 
under  the  leadership  of  Dujardin,  who  seemed  to  hunt  Des- 
pard with  demoniac  hate.  The  latter,  armed  only  with  a 
sword,  was  standing  before  the  lady,  when  Conrad  dashed  in 
and  stood  at  his  side.     Despard  was  speaking. 

*'  You  do  not  know^  me,  Mariot  Dujardin  ;  you  have  never 
known  me.  I  will  tell  you  my  name.  Look  at  her  face : 
do  you  know  her  ?'* 

^  Terese  D'Arcy  I     Then  she  is  not  dead,  and  I  have  been 
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frightened  by  your  ingenious  clap-trap.     Very  good ;  and  who 
are  you  ?" 

"  I  am  one  who  has  laid  you  on  your  back  in  fair  battle — 
Charles  Annand  I     Do  you  remember  tlie  name  T* 

A  cry  of  triumph  broke  from  the  lips  of  Dujardin. 

"  And  are  you  indeed  that  escaped  murderer  ?  How  for- 
tune plays  into  my  hands!  As  I  live,  this  is  the  best  hour 
of  my  life.     Tlie  city  is  surrendered,  the  English  are  already  / 

pouring  in ;  but  they  will  not  be   in   time   to  save  your  life. 
Down  with  them,  boys  I     You  shall  die  before  her  eyes." 

Conrad's  eyes  brightened  when  the  vilhiin  said  the  city  wag 
surrendered.  Springing  to  the  wall,  he  touched  a  spring,  and 
a  huge  panel  slid  down.  Out  of  the  opening  came  the  green- 
coated  rangers,  and  drove  back  the  motley  group  in  the  room. 
But,  they  were  not  quick  enough  to  prevent  the  strife  between 
Despard  and  Dujardin.  All  the  wrongs  which  had  beel§ 
heaped  upon  him,  all  the  bitterness  of  ten  years,  gave  strengl* 
to  the  spy's  arm  and  keenness  to  his  eye. 

When  the  French  surged  back  before  the  rifles  of  the  ran- 
gers, Dujardin  lay  face  upward  on  the  floor,  and  Despard 
stood  above  him,  looking  fixedly  into  the  evil  eyes,  upon 
which  a  film  was  fast  coming.  The  feud  of  years  had  been 
atoned  for  at  length.     Despard  extended  his  hand  and  said  : 

"  There  lies  my  deadly  eneniy.     Gentlemen,  from  this  day 
forget  that  I  have  been  called  Despard,  the  sj^y.     I  am  Charles 
Armand,  whoni  he  hunted,  almost  unto  death.     French meUj       ^, 
I  was   accused  of  murder.     Speak   before  you   die,  Mariot :        ® 
did  I  kill  that  man  in  France  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Dujardin ;  "  I  did  it.  Farewell,  friends  and 
foes.  I  die  as  I  lived,  the  friend  of  France,  the  enemy  of 
England.  But  mv  r)ride  is  broken,  since  Wilton  and  Terese 
are  here  to  see  my  fall.     Jesu  Maria — pardon — my  sins." 

And,  kissing  the  cross  of  his  sword,  he  fell  back  and  ex- 
pired. The  French  soldier}^  slunk  away,  for  the  hearty  English 
shouts  which  sounded  in  the  street  apprised  them  of  the  en- 
trance cf  the  foe.  For,  oh  that  day,  the  8ih  of  September, 
1760,  the  Marquis  Vaudreuil  signed  the  capitulation  of  the 
city  and  the  whole  province  of  Canada,  which  passed  foreveor 
from  Canadian  rule. 
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The  story  draws  to  a  close.  Charles  Armantl,  Despard  no 
longer,  by  the  aid  of  the  great  wealth  which  was  his,  and 
which  he  had  converted  into  jewels  l>efore  his  condemnation 
in  France,  had  been  enabled  to  perform  well  his  wc)rk  in 
Montreal.  It  had  come  to  a  happy  fruition.  In  a  few  days 
there  was  a  double  wedding  at  the  cathedral.  The  principal 
officers  of  the  provincial  portion  of  the  army  attended,  and 
many  of  the  regulars,  to  attest  the  high  regard  in  which  they 
held  the  whilom  spies,  Despard  and  Wilton. 

Two  more  beautiful  brides  had  never  stepped  over  the  mar- 
ble floors. 

The  party  returned  to  Ansel mo's  house,  where  the  marriage- 
feast  was  given.     In   the  midst   of  the  revelry,  Despard  ex- 
cused himself  for  a  moment.     Shortly  after,  Anselmo  entered, 
and  took   Despard's  place   by  the  side  of  Terese.     Some  of 
jB^nvited  guests  looked  a  little  startled,  but  Anselmo  rose 
/      ^Hr  was  about  to  speak,  when   Terese   rose   also,  and   giving 
1      TOe  white  hair  a  sudden  tug,  it  dropped  to  the  floor,  and  Des- 
,^      pard  stood  revealed  !     Most  of  those  present  knew  the  story 
*•"  of  Anselmo,  and  a  shout  was  raised  which  made  the  rafters 
of  the  old  house  tremble. 

"  Friends,"  said  Charles  Armand, "  Despard's  work  is  done  ; 
Anselmo  goes  to  his  grave ;  but  Charles  Armand  thanks  you 
from  his  heart  and  welcomes  you  to  his  roof." 

Thn-   remained   in  Canada.     Conrad   continued   with   the 

master  he  loved,  until  death  called  him  home.     Wilton  and 

his  beautiful  wife  went  to  New  York,  and  settled  near  Albany. 

^H^Once  in  two  years  they  made  a  journey  to  Montreal,  and  in 

the  intervening  year  received  the  Armands  at  their  own  iiome. 

^B0  friendship  of  the  families  became  historical,  in  the  two 

^j^^ovinces. 
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Yiiunr  Aincrica.  F<tr  thr««  mait^  und  Itvu  Seni.tNt, 
The  f>eiitiiiy  of  tlm  Kinpreu  Joa^iiiiiue,    For  togi 

teiniilvit  ard  one  male, 
Th«  Fullv  vf  U.«  Duvl.    For  thraa  male  aiieaken. 
I)o|;-iiiatitiin,     For  t)ira«  male  Bpeakart. 
Tbf  Year'*  reckouiug.     For  twclva  femaltra  and 
one  uiale, 
Tl>«  Viilspe   with  on«  GanilaaiAB*    For  aifbt  (»• 

maic*  uad  on*  mala. 


DIME  DIALOGUES,  No.  2. 


Tb«  Oenlna  of  Llbarty.    For  two  mala*  and  ouc 

letiialf. 
nndereila:  or,  tb«  Littie  GlaM  Slipper. 
The  Society  for  Doiu|{  Uood  and  Say  vug  Bad.  For 

M-veral  charartera. 
The  Golden   Rule..    For  twa  malea  and   two  i» 

maW. 
The  (iitt  of  th«  Fairy  Qnaan.  For  aertfral  foimalee. 
Taken  in  and  Dona  Fur.    For  twocharaetor*. 
The  Country  Auot'a  Viait  to  tha  City.    For  ••▼- 

aral  rbaractera.  . 

Tl»e  Two  Romans.    For  two  mal«a 
Tryinar  the  Chararter*.     F"or  three    ial«C 
Tba  liap)<y  Fauxily.    Far  aeveral  "  aaiuiala." 


The  Rainbow,  For  MTeral  charftctcrt. 

How  to  WriU  "  Popular  ''  Rtoriea,  For  twoBiaW^ 

l'h«  New  and  tha  Old.  For  two  nmlaa^ 

A  Seusntici.  at  Laat,    For  twomalaa. 

The  lireeBliorn.    For  two  malea. 

The  Tlire«  Men  of  Sctaoca,  For  four  malas. 

Tho  Old  LadT'*  Wlil,  For  four  malea. 

THt  LlttlaPhnoaophara.    Fortwo  littla  glrla. 

How  to  Flad  aa  Heir,  For  flra  nialaa, 

Tha  Vlrtiiea,     F'or  ttz  young  ladiaa. 

Tba  Public  Meeting,    For  five  malaa  and  on*  fe 

male, 
Tba  Eugliab  Trartlar.    For  two  aoalaa. 


DIME  DIALOGUES,  No.  8. 


Tba  May  Qne«i  Musiral  and  Flora!  Drama,  as 
perft»riM«d  at  the  Convent  of  Notre  Dame,  Cin- 
cinnati.    For  an  entire  school. 

The  Dreaa  Reform  Convention.     For  ten  females. 

Keepioj;  Bad  Company.   ▲  Farce.    F'or  five  malea 

C^)urUliip  under  Difficultlea.  A  Comoiedietta.  For 
two  malea  and  one  female. 

Niitioaal  Repreaeutativaa.  A  Burlaeqoa.  For 
lour  niaUM. 

Cacapiug  tbe  DrafL  A  Coaunedletta  For  Bomar- 
•tti  mala  cbaracian. 


The  Genteel  Caok.    A  Hamorooa  Collaqay.    Ml 

two  malett,  y 

Maaterpiece.     A   Dramatic  Cbarada,     For  two 

malea  and  two  femalee, 
Tha  Two  Romana.    A  Collaqay  ea  coatittalb,    F«r 

two  males. 
The  Same.    Sec<>nd  Bcena,  For  two  Dialaa^ 
Showing  the  Whitf  Feathar.    A  F'arce.  For  foar* 

malea  and  one  female. 
The  Battle  Call,  A  KaiiUtira.    For  ob«  nala 


DIME  DIALOGUES,  No.  4. 


fte  Froat  King.     A    Sc«b!«  Draaia.    For  tea  or 

more  ]>«raona 
etarti:.!;,'  in  LiCa.     A  PetiU  Faroa.      For  tbrae 

malea  nnd  iwe  f'smaiefl. 
faith,  Hope,  and  Charity.     A  Colloquy  ia  ▼eraa. 

For  threa  little  girla. 
Darbv   and  Junn.     A   JJUuar  Drama.    For  two 

mafas  and  one  female. 
The  'Sitij.     A  Floral  Fanry.    Foraix  llttia  girla. 
The  Enrhaoted  Princasa.  A  Burlaaqae  Dirertiaaa-' 

ment.     For  two  inalas  and  aererul  femalea. 
>Iooor  to  whom  Honor  ia  Dae.   A  Colloquy.  For 

aeren  males  and  oce  female, 
f iiraaology.     A  Diacaaaioa.    For^twanty  oialaa. 


The  Stnbbletown  Volunteer.  A  Farr^  For  thraa 

maleM  nnd  one  f«male, 
A  Scene  from  "  Paul  Pry."    For  fonr  ioaUm, 
The  Cbarmr.     A  Parlur  Drama,   For  three  malaa 

and  one  ir>4nale. 
Bee,  CWk.  and  Broom.    A  Rbymad  Faaey.   For 

threa  little  girls.  ^ 

The  Right  Way.     A  Colloquv.   For  two  boyt.    * 
What  the  L«.dger  Saya.    A  "Negro  "  Uuriaaqaa. 

For  two  malaa. 
The  Oimaa  oi'  Dreaa.   A  Colloquy,  For  tw^ 
The  Reward  of  Benavela»c«.    A  misor 

For  four  malea. 
Tba  Latter.    For  two  laalaa. 


DIME  DIALOGUES,   No.  5. 


rho  Thraa  Gaaaaaa.    A  Fairy  ExtraTagaasa.   For 

school  0.'  parlor, 
lentitnaol     A  *'  Thraa  Paraoaa'*  Farce, 
behind  the  Curtain    A    Domaatic  Commadtetta. 

For  aereral  rliaractara,  nale  and  female, 
fhe  Eta  Pi  Society.     A  Juraaila  Farca.   For  fire 

bo>  a  and  a  teacher. 
ixaminatiuD  I'ay  at  Madame  Savante'a.   A  droll 

Epiifoda.     Eor  aevaral  faiuaia  charactars. 
f  radiog  in   "  Traps."      A   aaria-ceaiic  paaaaga. 

For  aararal  male  cbaraetera. 
fbe  School  Boya'  Tribunal    A  Draaatia    Epi- 

aada.  For  tan  or  mora  bora. 
ITbat  a— a  •/  a  Lata  "D^vao.     A 


Interluda.     F<fr    aararaJ    malo     aad     faaaaia 

characters. 
H<r«r  not  to  Gat  an  Aaawar.     A  Colloquy.     For 

two  femalaa. 
Pnttir.gon  Aira.     A  Colloquy.     For  two  maloa. 
Tli0  Straifrbt  Mark.    A  School  Ezperieaca.     F«« 

aereral  buya. 
Two  Idetu  Jt  Life.    A  Colloquy.     For  taa  giria> 
Extract  from  Marino  Faiiero. 
M.t-trr-moncy.    An  Acting  Ckasada.    A  Parlar 

Drama. 
Tha  Six  Virtusa-    For  Biz  yoang  ladiat. 
FaahioaabU  Raquiraments.    Fur  thraa  riria. 
Afi«Tyafra(a3P«a.)  Far  <iifffa«k  or  laas  BhU  ffWii 


*. 
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DIME  DIALOGUES,  No.  6. 


ken. 
\  as4 
t  <•• 


Th«  W»y  iH»T  K^i»»  •  tWr»i.    For  »»T«n  f«niKle« 

Th«  Po«t  unrt«r  piffU-nJil**.    For  flv«  male*. 

Williain  1»n.     Vot  a  whole  •ch.wl. 

W«iiiaii'(  ItiifhU.    Fur  mt«i  feauiec  itnd  two 

All  >•  not  Go1<i  that  €1Ittw«.    For  tbrM  fenale* 

•nd  on*  niiile. 
Tk^  ^tkt^iM  Jew.    For  tlz  malM. 


SJ.opHnir.     For  three  f»mi\(efl  and  one  mala. 
The  T w.(  C<MinM>l|f)r«.     ^or  three  malee. 
Thi"  V<itMri«.«  of  Kf.lly.     Kor  h  nuinJxrof  feww     « 
Anitt  lieUy'i  b«>aaz.'    Ft>r  four  female*  mU!  -«« 

malee. 
The  Lihel  Suit.     For  two  female*  and  •••  Mr^  . 
Aniita  C'laua.     For  a  nnmber  of  boya. 
('liriatniM  Fairie*.     For  aeYeral  litU*  (IrU. 
(The  Three  Ring*.    For  two  b 


DIME  DIALOeUES,  No.  7. 


A  Celloqay.    For  two  % 


Tbc  Two  BfifTffU*.  A  Minor  Drama.  For  foarteea  .Two  View*  of  life 
female*.  !     male*. 

tb-Child  tn   Fairy-Land.     A  Falrj-Laod  The  Right*  ofMaalc  A  ColU>^07aad  aomethia 


.ate^ 


For  lw% 


el«e.     For  two  iemale*. 
A  Ho|>«l***  C&ae.    A  Query  ia  VeiM. 

rlrl*. 
The  \Vonld-b«  School -Teacher.    A  School   Er 
amlner'a  Experience.     For  two  male*. 
For  two  Come  to  Life  too  Soon.      A  liumorea*  Pa«*af«k 
For  thr»*  male*. 

For 


Mi» 


[T^ii^rtk 

QKrt  Scene.     For  nnmeroua  RirU. 
[  Twenty  Yanr*  Hcn<-e.     A  Serio-Coiuical  Paaaax*. 

For  two  feiualc*  and  one  male. 
iTb«  ^  ay  to  WindLHBu     A  Colloquy.     For  two 

Tii%)e«. 
[Womaa.     A  Poetic  Paa*a|^  at  Word*. 

boy*. 
|Tbe '^Olofciee.     A  Colloqny.    For  two  malea.        I  FJ^bt  O'clock.     A  Little  Girl*'  Colloquy, 
to  <jet  Rid  of  a   B«re.    A  School  Drama. j     two  little  children. 
For  aevc'riil  t>oyt.  True  Digxitv.    A  Colloqny.  Fsr  two  bey*. 

irdlng-Srbool    AcenmplkhmeBt*.     A    School  47rief   too  fizpentire.     A  Colloquy.      For  tw* 
Drama.     For  two  maltr*  ami  ttrn  female*.  {     inalea. 

tb*  Pled|;e.     A  Colloqay.    For  two  Hamlet  and  the  Gho*t.    A  Barleaqo*.    For  twa 

!     jHjrsona. 
Dram-Drinking.    A  Colloqny.    For  Little  Red  Riding  Hood.     A  Nnnery  L«**on. 

For  two  female*. 
^iColioony.    For  two  female*.  j  A  New  Application  of  an  Old  Rnl*.  A  Colloquial 

irer*.  A  Burleequa.  For  niimeroiut     Passnge.     For  two  boy*  and  one  riri. 

jColort^d  Couaiua.    ▲  "  Colored  "  Colleqay.    For 
'    two  male*. 

IlACtkMi  af  orlfloal  School  and  Parlor  Colloqni**,  DranuM,  CommedUtf'U,  BarleaqtMa, 
adapted  for  any  atage,  platform  or  room,  each  book  containing  one  hnndred  Itmo.  p«g«> 
ail  n*w»d*al«r*;  or  aent^  poot-paid,  to  any  addre**,  on  roceipt  of  pric*,  tan  cent*  aack. 
BEADLE  A2<D  COMPANT,  P«kliahar*,  M  William  atraal,  M.  1. 


For 

mala*. 

I.      FfrT 

rirU. 
Parlar 


f 


> 


i 


lSClAX>IL.Ii:*B   IMM.I12    ©OIVO    «OOK 


OAT   AND  HAPPY  8ONO8TER-N0.     J. 


An  1»o«r»tC.  Piirk   I 
B«  kind  to*Ut*rN«n| 

Can  th«r«  b«  imrtii  t 
C<>iu«,  tit  t>«*ti<t«  in«,  I 
C<s.:«  frtnn  ufar,  I 

Diirk-cyed  <'n(t,  I 

Don't  utanry  a  nuia  if/ 
EveniuiTi 
CvaniuK  boat  aung, 


Pait)>leM  Nellia. 
FHth«r.  ilriiik  nut, 
Fattier'a  c<>in«, 
He  \0>\«>il  liv  iivvMr, 
Hearts  ntid  h«Tiiet, 
I'm  tliinkin:;,  John, 
jMn«t'«  l>rid)«l, 
Kite  iii«  Willie  I'm, 
Lovail  oii»*  at  hoitia, 
Mvrrs  mtrriaee  1>«1U 
Mill  May, 


Mot1i«r  U  gr^'g  hoinr, 
SIn  b  >iiui«  b<»t,  I 
My  triiiitU  bed,  I 
Oil,  woiiUi  lw«r«  a  fly 
Only  waiiiiiir,  ^ 

Our  country  rirU,  | 
rt«nM,  fatlitT.  .l-'n't, 
S«M,  lh«  conqti(irin{{, 

S1l>  lit)   iiuM'll, 

SU*p,  my  dear  one, 
Slumber,  my  darliiiK, 


^lU.nSlili 
8  'lutf  one  \ 
8  "nrr  or  la 
B^n^  of  A  bit 

S<  llji  of  C  .lliil.      0  t 
Mri«  ily  rontideiui.tl 
•♦Tl,»ibovithat,"       , 
"The  KliolKtiia," 
Tli«  little  blue  eveit 
Tlie  l<>*t  <>nt,      [boy, 
The  patter  uj  the  raiu, 


Tiie  WMTMWti 

i^re'aoiily 
i'iiii*«  linvi*  ( 
t'.iM  III  tilt*  I 
1  np  Utfhilv, 
\N  «H.  Mi>'Ut 
We'll  no  j^li 
Mili  you  '..,« 

Yohn  S<,h<H!<l|, 
Your  iniMiouji^ 


A  fair  form,  ] 

*  Aa  You  Like  It,"     | 
B•^utiflll  fonii  oi  inv,i 
Benenth  the  old  uak,| 
Heeale  Darker, 
Bother  the  Itiea, 
Brother  Will. 
Chaiiipatrne  Clinrlla, 
Come  huute,  itiotli*-r, 
Cume  to  my  spirit, 
Croauet, 
Darliug  Jeaaule, 


A  bachelor  no  more, 
Baby's  (;<>ne  to  sleep, 
Columbia's  call. 
CrowilinK  awfuIlT, 
Eventide,    [mornini:, 
Five   oVlnck  In  the 
For   thee,  and  only 
Full  t4tr.n,       [thee, 
Gav  and  festive  feU 
Hallie  Lee,        [low, 
Home  again  return 'g, 
I  ask  uo  more. 


CROf^ET   80NG8TEa-Xo.  1». 


Panrhter.Ierill  drink 
I)e:ir  f  ither,  cume, 
Delia  Slow, 
Tht  not  heed  her, 
Down  at  the  $0^1% 
Far  from  home. 
O'Xtd  by.  sweethrart, 
I  Come,  my  child, 
I  loved  liiiii  at  tirst, 
I'll  meet  thee. 


I'm  waiting, 
Independent  girl. 
Isn't  it  uriivoking, 
Jennie  June, 
Jenny  «.'  the  mill. 
Ji'uny  who  lives  in, 
Jessie,  the  belle. 
Little  Lizzie  Lee, 
Mnrtruerite, 
Mr  bliie-e\ed  Jennie 


•    -•••—  —  - »  I     ••  , 

I'll  never  tor^et  the^.   Nothing  eUe  to  do, 
I'm  a  twin,  I  My  thoughts. 


Oh,  give  me  back. 
Over  tile  se% 
Over  the  sn«w, 
Ovrr  the  wall. 
Sini;  to  me  softly, 
Susan's  story. 
The  birth  ol  Erin,  | 
The  boiiiiiec<ittage,  . 
The  brook,  { 

I  he  cot  In  the  corner.! 
The  cuckvo's  notea,    i 


The  Twitch 


J 

The  Kirlaofi 
The  t;iM)d-bW 
The  •.".rdeii  I 
fjOnl 


Tl>^»»4l'l!niif  ..,,  • 
ThesiOi  <  I  (Hi J. 
Ther*'«  t  I '  on  t 
Wntchii  /  'i]trf, 
When  ^v«  :?■*• 
Why  w.M  f ,  5,1, 

You  OtM^KiUli^, 


TIIE  STYLE  SON.G8TER-X0.  80. 


I  don't  cure  if  I  do,  1 
I  lona  hne  lo'ed  thee. 
If  you  love  nae  siiy  so, 
In'ahorn,  [wesl.j 

In  the  valley  of  the; 
James  and  Alfred,  j 
Jer«eY  blue,  .  i 
Kiithleen  Aroofi,  [ 
Lflslied  to  the  mast, 
Linden  bowfrs,[teiirs 
Linked  with  mimy 
Little  Fanclion. 


Lottie's  all  the  wor'd! 
Mnbel,  [to  me, 

Magjrie's  secret, 
Mr.  Liirdly  and  1. 
Muither  compl.-ite. 
My  home  on  thu  hill. 
New  heart*  and  iacea, 
NiiiKura  falls, 
Nora  of  Cnhirclveen, 
Now  I  lay  me  down, 
01),  Louie  is  aiy  fair, 


Paddy  Binke's  echo, 

Passing  my  door, 
pining    for   the    old 

fireside. 
Pretty  little  Sarah, 
Quarter  to  one, 
Sally  Ann's  away.      | 
She  can  win  and  lool 
Sour  grapes,      [sonjf, 
The  firem's  mftrching 
The  golden  sboro. 


GRECIAN   BEND  60NG9T£R-No.  21. 


Aeoantry  life  for  me,' 
Adolfhns  Morning- 
AlabHst«*r  Joe,[cIory.| 
Asthrtijrli  the  park  I 
Beautiful  Nell,  [go, 
Cease  your  funning,  I 
Cherry  Ripe, 
Day  by  day,  | 

Don't  borrow  trouble, 
Kverybody'a  friend. 
Flow  thou  regal,        | 
Onunble,  growl.        i 


Tie's  a  p«l  o' mine,  ' 
i  ain't  ii-going  to  te'.l.i 
I'll  ask  my  mother,  ■ 
I'm  ninety -five,  I 

Tm  so  fond  of  drtnc'g.l 
I've  got  a  new  lieau,  i 
Let  me  sj  imk  him  forj 
I^ove,  [bU  mother, 
My  Adelaide, 
My  old  wlf.j. 
My  own  Eileen  Bawn 


My  spouse  Nnncy, 
My  sweetheart. 
Not  for  Joseph — S, 
Personals  in  Herald, 
She  is  fooling  thee. 
She   lives    with   her 
Ship  ahoy,    [granny. 
Sinjf  tu  me,  mother, 
Stnmptown, 
The  big  sunflower. 
Bridge  o'er  the  river, 


Charm'g  gnyquadrhi 
The  flyi"K  l'rap.-ze, 
Tlie  German  Imnd, 
The  gipsy  l>and, 
The  Qrechn  bend, 
Grerian  bend— No.  S. 
The  kiss. 

The  little  brown  jug, 
The  widow,  . 

T'ilda  Torts,  I 

Tell  mo,  Mary,  i 


yiETIf  AVENUE  SONGSTER-No.  »«. 


"Terry  O 

Thrt;e  to 

To-inorr« 

Wnitlntc  '.^      T 

Walking  rSK"-*^' 

Wapplinf  old  ^ 

Well  muted, 

Westwr-rd 

What  shall 

W  :f;n  w 

Where  the  ^  ^ 


r.  Tc 


M' 


-ited       .  TI-; 
•rd  ho.      j^ 
lall  *>i'j;-lfl|L. 
^ewere    ^^l 


A  smile  war  all, 
A  trairlcal  tail. 
A  very  bad  cold, 
A  w:irn'gtoparients 
Anyhow. 

Henr  it  like  a  man, 
B<-ssie  Jttvne, 
Bonoie  Mar^fuerita, 
Come  buck, 
Cupid  and  Mammon 
Pud's  a  millionaire,  I 
Dickens  ia  the  nutn.  i 


Don't   stay  lale   to- 

Fifth  avenue,  [night, 

Oeor^re  Erastus, 

Gird  on! 

Hilts, 

If  p-»pa  were  only, 

Kathleen  O'Moie, 

Katriiia's  storv. 

Little  llnrefoot, 

Mary  of  Fennoy, 

Miiinesutn, 


New  v'n  T'v  DoOd,  i 
iJar'y  I  will  Ift  vou  in 
Mav'pio  »  hen  the  hju. 
Out  of  the  taver" ,  j 
Room  fur  one  ^-  ..-e,  i 
Sara-nelghei)  ■  ^.  i 
Serireuiit  <^  ;-. 
She's  a  r  "  mine 
Tappin.  ',ie  gat* 

Lovel-        .j'nbend. 
The  '•        alor's  v      o, 


TVe  bird-whistle  man; 

ooL»  n'  .  hU  dead  yet 
The  Grecian  bend,'  ; 
Th*i  'H-s*,  [d«>or, 

Ln''ij   string  tt   tl.e 
1       little  boot-b!iick, 
old  chnrrli  choir, 
e  orjran-nTinder, 
'^lie  p'iotojfr:tph, 

banirockof  Ireland, 
The  upper  teu,  ; 


The  wl 
Tommy" 
Two  li«jr\d<J 
Walk,  wnM 
VValU'edown  M'wi 
Whnt  Nnrah  sahi 
When     gruudinn 
Why  not !        [uone, 
■Wlnklnjr  lit  me, 
Woiimn    is  going  to 
Y'liea>na  ho  1      [vote. 


.UMF. 

..8,9.    • 


SONGgTERS. 

i!e  Tolame,  muslin  bindin;, 


Price  One  "Dollar. 


BOUND  ' 

Beadle's  Dime  Song  Books,  Kua.  1.  S,  3,  4 
Beadle's  Dime  Seng  Books,  Nob.  10, 11,  l?  ..yr^,  1$.  V  '  /,  18,  one  volume,  muslin  binding.  Price  One  Dollar. 
Beadle's  Dime  Pocket  Sonjfsters,  No8.^1j  S.'fc.^hr  .V-C  /olame,  iBH>»l>a  birfding,  -  •  Price  Thirty  Centa. 
Be«dle*«  Dinoe  Pocket  Songsters,  Nos.      L,  6,  ir.  one  volume,  nsnsl*     'i'dlng,      •       •       Price  Thirty  Centfc 

fiold  by  all  Newedealers ;  or  sent,  P*    i-fxr    -io  any  adJreee,  <rr  .e<-*'!pt  of  price,  by 

BEADLE  ASTD  CO     PA^  Y.  PablUhons  m>  WlUlMt  ftfer««t^  Vmt  T< 
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